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In the Classroom, What a Scene, 
Stuffy Air and Seats Unclean, 

But Don't Despair, Don't You Fret, 
There's Still Some Fun To Be Had Yet. 


From Paper Planes to Funny Faces, 

To Giggles and Whispers in Hidden Places, 
The Teachers Scold and Shake Their Heads, 
But We all Know They Secretly Grin Instead. 


School Too, Is Quite a Ride, 

With New Adventures To Be Tried, 

Late Night Cramming, Endless Tests, 

But Also Friendships and Laughter That's the Best. 


We've all Been There, We all Can Relate, 

To the Pranks and Jokes That Classmates Create, 
The Silly Moments We'll Never Forget, 

That Make Us Smile With Each Memory Yet. 


There's Always That One Class Clown, 

Who Cracks Jokes That Make Us Drown, 

In Laughter That We Can't Contain, 

And We Hope We Don't Get Detention Again. 


But Let's Not Forget Those School Events, 
Where We Dress Up and Make New Friends, 
From Pep Rallies To Prom Night, 

We Have a Blast, We're Outta Sight. 


And Even Though We May Complain, 

About the Homework and the Strain, 

We Know Deep Down That School's the Best, 
For All the Memories That We'll Never Forget. 
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CLASSROOM 


A Classroom Full of Students, 

There's Never a Moment That's Truly Prudent. 
They Giggle and Gossip, 

And Their Attention Constantly Slips. 


Some Students Are Always Late, 

While Others Can Hardly Stay Awake. 

They Doodle on Their Desks, 

And Try To Hide Their Yawns and Requests. 


When the Teacher Gives an Assignment, 
Some Students Groan With Discontentment. 
They Procrastinate and Procrastinate, 


Until They're Left With no Time To Contemplate. 


But When It's Time To Take a Test, 
The Students Give It Their Very Best. 
They Cram and They Study, 

Until Their Brains Feel All Muddy. 


And When the Test Is Finally Done, 

The Students Just Want To Have Some Fun. 
They Play Games and Talk Trash, 

And Try To Forget About Their Academic Clash. 


But as the School Year Comes to an End, 


The Students Realize They Have To Make Amends. 


They Buckle Down and Work Hard, 
And Try Not To Let Their Grades Be Marred. 


And as They Graduate and Move on, 

The Students Realize They've Grown. 
They've Learned so Much and Had Some Fun, 
And Now It's Time To Face the Sun 
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STUDENTS 


It's Where You Sit and Take Your Notes, 
And Try To Stay Awake, Lest You Doze. 
It's Where You Store Your Books and Pens, 
And Where You Make Your Latest Trends. 


But Let's Not Forget the Scratches and Marks, 
The Doodles and Etchings That Leave Their Sparks. 
The Names of Past Students Who Sat in Your Seat, 
And the Gum Stuck Underneath, What a Treat! 


Sometimes the Desk Is Too Small or Too Tall, 
Or You Can't Find a Comfortable Spot at All. 

But You Adjust and You Fidget and You Shift, 
Until You Find a Position That Gives You a Lift. 


And When the Bell Rings and Class Is Done, 

You Pack Up Your Things and You Run. 

Away From the Desk and out the Door, 

Until the Next Day, When You'll Sit Once More. 


But as You Grow and Move Along, 

You'll Look Back at the Desk and Sing a Song. 
A Song of Memories and Lessons Learned, 
Of Friendships Made and Bridges Burned. 


So Here's to the School Desk, Old Friend, 
A Place Where Learning Never Ends. 
Where We Grow and We Thrive, 

And Where We Learn To Truly Come Alive. 
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SCHOOL DESK 


Once Upon a Time, ina Classroom so Bright, 


There Sat a Little Ink-Pot, in the Fullness of Might. 


It Was Filled With Ink, Black as the Night, 
Ready for Students To Use With All Their Might. 


But the Ink-Pot Was Bored, Oh So Bored, 

Sitting There all Day, Never To Be Adored. 

It Longed for Excitement, for Something New, 
For a Chance To See What the Students Could Do. 


So One Day, When the Teacher Wasn't Looking, 
The Ink-Pot Decided To Do Some Cooking. 

It Mixed and It Stirred, With a Flick of its Lid, 
Until It Had Concocted a Colorful Bid. 


It Filled Itself Up With Red and Blue, 

And a Little Bit of Green, Just for Good Hue. 
It Was Ready To Make a Big Splash, 

And Show the Students its Colorful Panache. 


The First Student To Use It Was in for a Surprise, 
As the Ink-Pot Spewed out a Rainbow of Dyes. 

The Student Was Shocked, but Oh So Thrilled, 
And Knew That the Ink-Pot Had Just Been Skilled. 


Word Soon Spread of the Ink-Pot's New Trick, 
And Soon All the Students Wanted a Lick. 
They Used It To Draw and Write and Create, 


And the Ink-Pot Felt So Happy, It Was Almost Too Great. 


But Then One Day, Disaster Struck, 

As the Ink-Pot Became Hopelessly Stuck. 
It Had Mixed One Too Many Hues, 

And Now It Was Just a Colorful Ooze. 


The Students Were Sad, but They Understood, 
That the Ink-Pot Had Done What It Could. 

It Had Given Them Joy and Lots of Fun, 

And Now its Work Was Finally Done. 


So Here's to You, Dear Ink-Pot, 

A Tiny Hero, That's Not Forgot. 

You Help Us Write, You Help Us Think, 
And Without You, We'd Surely Sink. 
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INKPOT 
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CHALKBOARD 
In the Front of the Class, So Bold and Proud, 
Hangs the School Chalkboard, Standing Out From the Crowd. 
With a Surface So Smooth, and a Color Black, 
It's the Perfect Place for the Teacher To Be Seen. 


The Teachers Would Stand in Front of It all Day, 
And Write Out Lessons, Come What May. 

The Students Would Copy Down the Notes, 

And Try Their Best To Keep Afloat. 


But the Chalkboard Had a Secret, You See, 
A Funny Little Trick, Just for Me. 
Whenever the Teacher Turned Her Back, 
The Chalkboard Would Start To Crack. 


For the Chalkboard Has Secrets, That Much Is True, 

And It Knows Things That the Students Don't Have a Clue. 
It's Seen Countless Lessons, Year After Year, 

And the Knowledge It Holds, Is Something To Revere. 


But Through It all, the Chalkboard Stands, 

Ready To Be Written on, With Chalk in Hand. 

It's a Trusted Friend, a Reliable Source, 

And It's There To Help the Students Stay on Course. 


The Chalkboard, Standing Tall and True, 

A Symbol of Knowledge, Both Old and New. 

It May Be Old-Fashioned, but It's Still the Best, 

And Without It, the Students Would Be Hard-Pressed. 


For the Chalkboard Is More Than Just a Surface To Write, 
It's a Canvas for Knowledge, That's Always in Sight. 

And as the Years Go by, and the Students Move on, 

The Chalkboard Remains, its Lessons Never Gone. 
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CHAIR’S 
Chairs in the Classroom, 
Lined Up Row by Row, 
They're Sturdy and Strong, Made To Last, 
But Sometimes They Can Be a Pain in the Grass. 


With Their Hard Wooden Seats, and Legs so Tall, 
They Can Make the Students Feel Quite Small. 
And When It's Time To Sit Down and Learn, 

The Students Often Get a Bit Concerned. 


For the Chairs Have a Habit of Squeaking and Groaning, 
Making a Noise That's Quite Out of Proportion. 

And When the Students Shift and Move, 

The Chairs Sometimes Decide To Prove. 


And When a Chair Tips Over in Class, 

It Can Be Quite a Humorous Mass, 

As the Students Laugh and Jeer, 

While That Student Tries To Hold Back a Tear. 


That They Can Be Quite Unpredictable, 
Sometimes Tipping Back, Oh So Fickle. 
And When a Tiffin Falls to the Ground, 
The Class Erupts With O-O-O, in Sound. 


But Despite Their Quirks, the Chairs Are Fine, 

They're There To Help the Students Learn and Shine. 

And When the Day Is Done, and the Class Is Through, 

The Chairs Stand Proud, Having Done What They're Meant To Do. 
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SCHOOL PROJECTOR 
The School Projector, Oh How We Love, 
A Trusty Device Sent From Above, 
With Buttons and Cords and a Big Bright Screen, 
It Helps Us Learn Like We've Never Seen. 


It Sits Up There, High on the Shelf, 

Ready To Show Us Things We've Never Seen Ourselves. 
With its Buttons and Switches, It Looks Quite Complex, 

But the Teacher Knows Just How To Use It, Oh What a Flex! 


With a Flick of a Switch and a Click of a Button, 

The Projector Comes Alive, Like a Magical Sudden. 

It Casts Images and Videos on the Big White Screen, 
And Every Student's Face Lights Up, Like a Shining Beam. 


From Math Problems to History Dates, 

The Projector Shows Us Everything at an Incredible Rate. 
Sometimes It Decides To Have a Mind of its Own, 
Flickering and Flashing, With a Mind That's Overblown. 


And When the Teacher Tries To Fix It Up, 

It Decides To Play a Prank and Hiccup. 

Suddenly the Picture Is Upside Down, 

And the Teacher Looks Like She's Wearing a Crown. 


The Students Giggle and Laugh, Enjoying the Show, 

As the Teacher Fiddles With the Projector, Feeling Quite a Blow. 
But in the End, the Projector Is Always There, 

To Help the Teacher Teach and the Students Learn With Care. 


With its Twists and Turns and its Mischievous Tricks, 
The Projector Keeps the Classroom Lively and Always Clicks. 


From Colorful Slideshows to Educational Clips, 

The Projector Helps the Classroom to Never Skip a Beat. 
So Here's to the School Projector, a Quirky Little Friend, 
On Which the Students and Teachers Depend. 


It's the School's Projector, Loved by all. 
Thanks to the Trusty Device, 
Learning Is Always Quite Nice. 


In my School Notebook, I Keep It all, 

My Notes and my Thoughts, Big and Small, 
With Pens and Pencils, Inks and Lead, 

I Jot Down What the Teacher Has Said. 


The Pages Are Lined, Neat and True, 
Waiting for Words, Both Old and New, 

From Science to Art to History Too, 

My Notebook Holds It all, It's Quite a Brew. 


But Sometimes It's Not So Pristine, 

My Handwriting's Messy, What a Scene, 

And When I Try To Erase a Mistake, 

It Looks Like an Earthquake, for Goodness Sake! 


But That's Not All, my Notebook's Fun, 
A Place to Jot Down Pun After Pun, 
From Cheesy Jokes to Silly Rhymes, 
It's the Perfect Place To Pass the Time. 


And Let's Not Forget the Doodles Too, 

My Notebook’'s Filled With Quite a Few, 
From Cartoon Characters to Funky Designs, 
It's a Kaleidoscope of Colors and Lines. 


And When the School Year Comes to a Close, 
My Notebook’'s Filled With Highs and Lows, 
From Math Equations to Literature Quotes, 
It's a Record of All the Things I've Wrote. 
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SCHOOL NOTEBOOK 


In Math Class, We all Know the Drill 
To Solve Equations With Some Skill 
We Reach for our Trusty Calculators 
To Help Us Avoid Being Traitors 


To the Laws of Math, We Must Abide 

but Sometimes the Numbers Just Won't Collide 
So We Hit the Buttons With Frantic Glee 
Hoping the Answer Will Finally Be 


Displayed on the Screen, a Number So Neat 
our Teacher Nods, Impressed by our Feat 
but Sometimes We Make Silly Mistakes 

and the Calculator, our Downfall It Makes 


Like When We Forget To Hit Clear 
and the Previous Answer Still Appears 
Throwing Off our Calculations, Oh No! 
Why Did We Ever Let our Guard Go? 


Without You, We'd Be Lost in a Sea of Numbers, 
But With You, We Can Conquer all Math Slumbers. 
Your Scientific Functions Are a True Delight, 


For Trigonometry and Calculus, You Make Things Right. 


And Let's Not Forget the Game We Play 
When We Punch in Numbers in a Certain Way 
Trying To Spell Out Words and Phrases 
We're Easily Amused, in our Math Crazes 


But the Calculator Is Handy and Cool 

Helping Us Navigate Math's Tricky Pool 

It's a Trusty Companion Through Thick and Thin 
Until We Run Out of Batteries and Give in 


So Oh, Dear Calculator, 

You're a True Hero, an Academic Liberator. 

We Thank You for all That You Do, 

And Hope To Always Have a Trusty One With Us Too 
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CALCULATOR 


In School, We all Learned To Draw, 

And for That, We Had a Special Law, 
The Ruler Was the Instrument of Choice, 
To Draw Straight Lines With no Noise. 


In the Hands of a Skilled Artist, 

A Ruler Can Make a Masterpiece, 

A Perfect Line With no Error, 

Is Something That We all Treasure. 


In School, a Ruler's a Trusty Tool 

To Measure Lines and Stay Real Cool 

It's Meant To Be Straight and True 

But Sometimes It Twists and Turns Like a Shrew 


But What if You Slip or Make a Mistake? 
Erasing Can Be a Ruler's Worst Fate 
And Who Hasn't Played the Ruler Game 
Balancing It on Their Fingers With Aim 


Trying To Beat the Record of the Kid Next Door 
Only To Drop It, and Hear It Clatter on the Floor 
But Despite its Quirks and Faults 

The Ruler Is Still a Must-Have in School Vaults 


It Helps With Math and Drawing Too 

And Helps Keep Lines Straight and True 

In School and Beyond, It's Always Handy 

A Tool That Never Goes Out of Fashion, Dandy! 
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THE RULER 


For in the Classroom, They're Everywhere 

In Backpacks, on Desks, and in the Air 

It's Sharpened to a Perfect Point, 

And Glides Across the Paper With Ease and Joy. 


For Every Mistake, It Has an Eraser 

A Student's Ally, a Teacher's Favor 
With Graphite Lead and a Pink Eraser, 

It Helps Me Write and Correct any Error. 


It Can Draw a Line, Write a Letter 

Or Shade a Picture, Making It Better 
Whether I'm Taking Notes or Sketching Art, 
My Pencil's Always a Vital Part. 


But Pencils Have a Funny Side, 

When They Go Missing or Try To Hide. 

They Roll Off Tables, Get Lost in Bags, 

And Sometimes Leave Smudges, Oh the Drags. 


Left Behind, Lost, or Misplaced 

A Pencil's Fate, Oftentimes Disgraced 

But Fear Not, for There's Always Another 
A Pencil's Presence, a Constant Bother 


But Despite its Quirks and Occasional Mess, 

My Pencil Helps Me Learn, and Helps Me Progress. 
From First Grade to the Very End 

The Pencil, our Constant Trend 


Le 
PENCILS 


In the Front of the Class, What Do We See? 
A Shiny Whiteboard, Clean and Free! 

But As Soon as the Lesson Begins, 

The Chaos Starts, the Writing Wins. 


Students Watch as Equations Are Shown 

And New Ideas Are Carefully Honed 

The Whiteboard Is a Place To Learn and Grow 
A Place Where Knowledge Begins To Flow 


First Comes the Marker, Dark and Bold, 
But Only Lasts a Few Days, We're Told. 
Next Comes the Eraser, Soft and White, 
But Soon It's Filled With a Messy Blight. 


But Sometimes Markers Go Missing, Oh No! 


And Teachers Search High and Low 
They Check the Tray and Under Desks 
In Hopes of Finding What They Request 
And Sometimes Students Make Mistakes 


But Then Comes the Dreaded Sound, 

The Marker Squeaks, the Board Is Bound 
To Leave Behind a Permanent Stain, 

Oh No! We'll Never Write Clean Again. 


Writing in Permanent Marker, for Goodness Sakes! 


Teachers Shake Their Heads and Try To Erase 
But the Stain Remains, It's Such a Disgrace 
But Despite the Mishaps and the Mess 


But We Love our Whiteboard, Messy or Not, 
It's a Canvas for our Lessons, Like It or Not. 
And Give Thanks to the Markers That We Use 
The Canvas of Learning Is a Beautiful Fuse. 
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WHITEBOARD 


Pen in Hand, Ready To Write, 
Students Sit, Eager and Bright, 

But Then, the Pen Starts To Act, 
Skipping and Jumping, That's a Fact. 


Ink Blotches, Smears, and Mistakes, 
The Pen Seems To Enjoy These Breaks, 
Leaving its Mark Everywhere, 

On Desks, on Clothes, and in Hair. 


With Each Scribble and Each Stroke, 

The Pen Seems To Want To Provoke, 

As if It's Saying With a Smirk, 

"I'll Keep You on Your Toes, You Little Clerk." 


But the Students Don't Give in, 
They Fight Back, Determined To Win, 
With a Steady Hand and a Watchful Eye, 


They Keep the Pen in Line, and Make It Comply. 


A Pen Can Write in Cursive or Print, 
It's Up to Us To Choose and Mint, 
Our Own Style on the Page, 


And Make our Words Come to Life Like a Sage. 


So Though the Pen May Misbehave, 

It's an Ally We'll Always Crave, 

For Without its Ink on Paper, 

Our Thoughts and Words Would Surely Taper. 


It's True It Can Make Quite a Mess, 

Leaving Ink Stains on our Clothes and Stress, 
But Still We Love It Oh So Much, 

For It's our Weapon, our Crutch. 


We Sign our Names With a Flourish and Flair, 
And With a Pen, our Thoughts We Bare. 

So Let's Raise a Pen in the Air, 

And Let It Write, With a Care, 


So Here's to the Pen, and All its Quirks, 
May It Continue To Leave its Marks, 

As We Navigate This School of Ours, 

And Strive To Reach New Heights and Stars. 
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PEN 


With Chalk in One Hand, 

And a Book in Another, 

A Teacher Walks Into the Room, 

And Suddenly There's Order and Calm. 


Their Smile, Their Presence, Their Grace, 
Fills the Students With Peace and Aplomb. 


They Inspire With Their Words, 
And Challenge With Their Tests, 
Each Student Is Heard, 

And Helped To Do Their Best. 


Some Strict and Others Laid-Back, 
But all Go the Extra Mile, 
To Ensure Their Pupils Stay on Track. 


Their Dedication Knows no Bounds, 
From Early Morning Until Late, 

They Make Sure no Student Drowns, 
In the Sea of Learning, They Navigate. 


They Teach Us Grammar and Math, 

And Guide Us Through Science Experiments, 
They Encourage Us on our Path, 

And Celebrate our Accomplishments. 


But They're Not Just a Teacher, 

They're Also a Mentor and Friend, 

Someone We Can Reach Out to for a Feature, 
And Support That Never Ends. 


They Deserve our Utmost Respect, 

For all That They Do Each Day, 

We Should Thank Them With Each Aspect, 
And Never Forget the Impact They Make. 


So, to our Teachers, Great and All, 
For the Love and Passion They Bring, 
We Owe Them a Debt, One and all, 
And our Gratitude We Should Sing. 
For Their Love and Dedication, 

And Their Unwavering Motivation, 
They Are Truly our Guiding Lighters. 
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TEACHER 


A School Essential, a Teacher's Talk, 
Chalk, Chalk, Oh Dear Chalk. 

White and Dusty, on the Board, 

Often Dropped, When Fingers Get Bored. 


But Beware the Sound It Makes, 


When It Scratches Against the Board's Mistakes. 


Sometimes It's Stuck, Sometimes It's Loose, 
But It Always Finds a Way To Produce. 


When Teachers Write, Their Hands Won't Stop, 
Chalk Dust Flying, With Every Pop. 

Its White Dust Smudged on Clothes So Neat 
But Who Will Clean Up, Teachers Shout 


But What's Most Fun, Is the Chalk Strike, 
When Teachers Toss It With Dislike. 

It's Not So Fun, 

A Chalk Hit That's Never Done. 


All Challenges, Every Test We Drive 
The Sound It Makes, Us Screeching Cry 
Now, With Whiteboards in Each Room 
Chalk Has Lost its Grandeur and Bloom 


But Let's Not Forget its Role in our Gloom 
For Chalk, We Thank You With a Boom 


So Let's Give a Round of Applause 

To the Humble Chalk, Without Pause 
For All its Hard Work and the Cause 
In Shaping our Minds Without a Pause. 
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CHALK 


In Pink, Yellow, Orange and Green, 

A Colourful World on Paper, It Seems. 

Highlighters Are a Students Delight, 

Brightening Up Notes, Making Things Look Just Right, 


They're Not Just for Students, You Know, 

Even Teachers Need Them To Make Ideas Glow, 
Highlighting Important Dates and Facts, 

To Ensure That Students Stay on Track. 


The Highlighter in Hand, Teachers Stand, 
Underlining Facts That They Demand, 

A Colourful Spectrum of Information, 

To Help Students Make the Right Correlation. 


It Helps Us To Remember Well 

What Pages To Review and Spell 
Highlighting Notes, What We Must Tell 
It's Like a Magic Wand, Can't You Tell? 


Highlighters Are Like a Shining Star, 

Guiding Us Through Notes That Are Far, 

With Their Vibrant Colours, They Bring Clarity, 
Making Notes an Easy Feat for Eternity. 


We Take the Caps off With a Click 
and Use It on our Books So Quick 
It's Like a Neon, Glowing Stick 

It Makes our Notes Look Quite Slick 


But Oh, the Horror When It Dries, 

And the Ink Fades Away, It's no Surprise, 

A Highlighter Without Ink Is Like a Pen Without Lead, 
A Total Waste, Leaving Things Unsaid. 


A Highlighter, Oh What a Sight 
So Let's Give a Shout out to Highlighters, 
For the Brightness They Bring To Writers. 
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HIGHLIGHTER 


With its Funny Semicircle Shape, 

It's Like a Half Moon With a Cape, 

And We Love To Use It, There's no Escape, 
It's Like a Superhero in our Math Landscape. 


We Use It To Measure Angles of all Kinds, 

From Acute To Obtuse, It's Always on our Minds, 
And We Love To See What the Protractor Finds, 
It's Like a Detective That Helps Us Unwind. 


The Protractor Helps Us in Trig, 
With Sin, Cos, and Tan, We Dig, 

Into the Math, and Solve With a Jig, 
Without It, We Would Be in a Big Fig. 


With its Funny Shape, It's Quite a Hit, 
And We Love To Use It Bit by Bit, 


So Don't Forget the Protractor, 

It's a Tool You'll Always Factor, 

In Your Math Life, It's a Tractor, 
That'll Help You Solve With Laughter. 


So if You're a Math Whiz, 
Or Just Learning the Biz, 
Remember the Protractor Is a Quiz, 
And Helps Us all To Solve With Fizz. 


We Use It Every Day, 

In School, and Even at Play, 

The Protractor Is Here To Stay, 
And We're Glad It's Here To Slay. 
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THE PROTRACTOR 


In School, We all Have a Case, 

For our Pencils and Pens, in a Place, 

And It's Called a Pencil Box, With Grace, 
It's the One Thing We Can't Replace. 


With its Many Compartments and Sections, 
It's Like a Mini City With its Own Elections, 
And We Love To Keep It With our Possessions, 
It's Like a Treasure Trove of our Obsessions. 


We Keep our Erasers and Sharpeners Inside, 
And our Pencils and Pens, in a Ride, 

And We Love To Show It Off With Pride, 
It's Like a Fashion Accessory We Can't Hide. 


We Decorate It With Stickers and Art, 
And We Make It a Reflection of our Heart, 
It's Like a Canvas That's a Work of Art, 
And We Love To Show It, Oh So Smart. 


We Carry It With Us Everywhere We Go, 
In our Backpacks, It's Always a Show, 
And We Love To Keep It in Tow, 

It's Like a Companion That Helps Us Grow. 


So if You're Feeling Down and Blue, 


Just Grab Your Pencil Box, It'll Help You Through, 


It's Like a Friend That's Always True, 
And It'll Make You Smile, Too. 


In School, We Use It Every Day, 

And We Love To Keep It ina Special Way, 
The Pencil Box Is Here To Stay, 

And We're Glad It's Here To Play. 
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PENCIL BOX 


With its Twisty Cap and Shiny Sheen, 

It's Like a Wand, a Magic Machine, 

It's the Sticky Stuff That Gets Us Through, 
From Art Projects to Book Reports Too, 


It's the Glue Stick, our Trusty Glue. 


But, a Glue Stick, It Had Gone So Wrong, 
And a Mess, It Had Caused, So Strong. 


It Started With a Little Drip, 

And Then a Blob, That Wouldn't Skip, 

And Before We Knew It, There Was a Flip, 
A Glue Stick, That Just Wouldn't Grip. 


The Papers Stuck, the Fingers Too, 

And Everything, It Just Turned To Glue, 
The Desks, the Chairs, Even the Loo, 
Everything, It Just Stuck Like Glue. 


The Teacher Came in, With a Gasp, 

And Saw the Mess, That Caused Such Rasp, 
The Glue Stick, It Had Turned Into a Clasp, 
A Stick, That Just Wouldn't Unclasp. 


The Students, They Giggled and Laughed, 


As the Teacher, She Pulled and Tugged and Chaffed, 
The Glue Stick, It Just Wouldn't Leave its Craft, 


And the Mess, It Just Wouldn't Pass. 


So, Let This Be a Lesson, to all, 

That a Glue Stick, It Can Make You Fall, 
Into a Mess, That Will Enthrall, 

And a Stickiness, That Will Appall. 


But if You Find Yourself, ina Sticky Mess, 
Just Remember, To Stay Calm, and Assess, 


And With a Little Bit of Patience, and Finesse, 


You Can Conquer, the Glue Stick's Stress. 
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GLUE 


I Grab a Bunsen Burner, To Get my Experiment Done, 
In the Science Lab, With Goggles on. 

But as I Turn on the Gas and Light the Flame, 

We Light the Flame and Watch It Grow, 


Things Don't Always Go As Planned, It's Such a Shame. 
But Sometimes Things Don't Quite Go as We Know. 
The Fire Shoots Up With a Mighty Roar, 

We Duck and Cover, Hit the Floor! 


Sometimes the Flame Just Won't Behave, 
It Flickers and Flares, a Little Rave. 

We Try To Adjust the Gas and Air, 

But no Matter What, It's a Fiery Affair! 


And Oh, the Smells That Come From That Thing, 
Sulphur, Methane, It's Enough To Make You Sing! 
We Hold our Noses and Fan the Air, 

But Sometimes It's Just Too Much To Bear. 


I Try To Turn It Down, but It Just Won't Obey, 

The Flame's Now a Monster, on This Fateful Day. 

My Lab Partner Starts To Laugh, It's Such a Funny Sight, 

I'm Frantically Trying To Put Out the Fire, With All my Might, 


But the Flame Just Keeps on Dancing, Like It's ina Trance, 
And my Partner's Laughter's Now Turned Into a Crazy Dance. 
The Teacher Rushes Over, With a Fire Extinguisher in Hand, 
He Puts Out the Fire, With a Wave of his Command, 


And as the Smoke Clears, and the Room Returns To Calm, 

I'm Left With a Lesson, of How Things Can Go Wrong. 

So if You Ever Find Yourself in the Lab, With a Bunsen Burner Too, 
Be Careful When You Light It, or You Might End Up Like I Do, 


With Flames Shooting High, and Your Partner Laughing Hard, 
It's all Part of the Fun, in the Science Lab Yard. 

But Despite the Chaos and the Stink, 

We all Know the Bunsen Burner's a Link. 


To Understanding Chemistry and its Laws, 
So We'll Keep Using It, Despite the Flaws. 
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BUNSEN BURNER 
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A MARKER 
A Marker, That Can Make Us Cool, 
And Turn our Projects, Into a Jewel. 


But Beware, my Friends, of its Might, 

For the Marker, It Can Be Quite a Fright, 

It Can Stain our Clothes, and Give Us a Plight, 
And Leave Us Feeling, Not Quite Alright. 


One Moment, We're Coloring With Glee, 
The Next, We're ina Colorful Spree, 

With Stains on our Hands, and on our Knee, 
And a Marker, That Just Won't Flee. 


The Whiteboard, It's a Different Beast, 
The Marker, It's a Permanent Feast, 
And if You're Not Careful, in the Least, 
Your Whiteboard, It Will Be Deceased. 


The Teacher Comes in, With a Frown, 

And Sees the Mess, That's All Around, 
The Marker, It's Left its Mark, Profound, 
And our World, It's Turned Upside Down. 


But Fear Not, my Fellow Students, 

For the Marker, It Can Be Prudent, 

Just Make Sure, You're Not Too Imprudent, 
And Your Projects, They'll Be Resplendent. 


So, Let's all Take a Moment To Learn, 

And Not Let the Marker, Make Us Frown, 
With Stains on our Hands, and on our Turn, 
And a Mess, That Will Make Us Churn. 


For the Marker, It's a Tool of Fun, 

It Can Make our World, So Much More Sun, 
But if We're Not Careful, and Just Run, 
We'll Be Left, With a Mess Undone. 


We Start With a Blank Piece of Paper, 

And Colors, That Can Make Us a Creator, 

But the Crayons, They Have a Mind of Their Own, 
And Can Turn our Artwork, Into a Disaster Zone. 


Red, Blue, Green, and Yellow, 

Our Crayon Collection, Is Quite the Fellow, 

But When They Break, It's Hard To Stay Mellow, 
And the Mess They Make, Is Anything but Mellow. 


Crayon Wax, on our Hands and Clothes, 
It's a Mess, That Nobody Knows, 

And the More We Try To Wipe It Away, 
The More It Spreads, in Every Way. 


We Try To Color Within the Lines, 

But the Crayons, They Have Different Designs, 
And Soon Enough, our Artwork Combines, 

Into a Rainbow, That no One Can Define. 


The Crayon Box, It's a Treasure Trove, 
Of Colors, That Can Make Us Feel Groovy and Rove, 
But When They Melt, It's Hard To Stay Above, 


And the Mess They Leave, Is Like a Treasure Trove. 


So Let's Embrace, the Mess of our Crayons, 
And Create, With All our Might and Brawn, 
For the Colors, They Can Make Us Yawn, 
And the Mess, It's Just a Temporary Con. 


In the End, our Artwork Will Shine, 

And the Mess, It Will Be Just Fine, 

For We Know, That the Crayons, They're Divine, 
And the Joy They Bring, It's Simply Sublime. 
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CRAYON 


I Picked Up my Paintbrush With Great Care, 
To Create a Masterpiece, With Colors Rare, 
But the Moment I Dipped It Into the Paint, 
I Knew, This Was Going To Be a Mess, So Quaint. 


The Paintbrush, It Seemed To Have a Life, 
Of its Own, Causing Me Great Strife, 

It Splattered Paint, Here and There, 

On my Clothes, and Even in my Hair. 


I Tried To Control It, With All my Might, 

But the Paintbrush, It Was a Rebellious Sight, 
It Kept Flicking Paint, Left and Right, 

And Turning my Canvas, Into a Colorful Blight. 


Soon, my Classroom Looked Like a Rainbow, 
With Paint Splattered, High and Low, 
And my Paintbrush, It Had Nowhere To Go, 


But on my Uniform,, It Left a Stain, Quite a Show. 


I Tried To Clean It Up, With a Cloth so Neat, 
But the Paintbrush, It Continued To Compete, 
It Dripped Paint, on the Floor and Seat, 

And I Knew, It Was a Battle, I Couldn't Beat. 


In the End, I Put Down my Paintbrush, 

And Laughed at the Mess, That Was Such a Rush, 
For the Memories, They Were Worth a Blush, 

Of the Time, When my Paintbrush, Caused a Fuss. 


So Now, When I Pick Up my Paintbrush, 
I Do It, With a Bit of a Hush, 

And Hope, That It Won't Cause a Crush, 
And Leave Me, With a Colorful Mush. 


But Even if It Does, I Won't Despair, 

For the Mess, It's Just a Part of the Affair, 
And in the End, It's the Art, That We all Share, 
Even if It Means, a Bit of Paint, Everywhere! 
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PAINTBRUSH 


I Thought I'd Try my Hand in Art Class, 

So I Grabbed Some Pot Clay and Made a Start, 
But as I Moulded It Into Shape, 

I Soon Discovered It Was Hard To Escape. 


The Clay Stuck to my Hands and Clothes, 

And Even to my Little Toes, 

I Tried To Wipe It Off With a Rag, 

But the Clay Just Laughed and Started Too Sag. 


It Oozed and Squeezed Between my Fingers, 

Like a Bunch of Slimy, Sticky, Little Lingers, 

And Every Time I Tried To Clean, 

It Just Made the Biggest Mess You've Ever Seen. 


The Clay Was Like a Monster, 
With a Mind of its Own, 

It Twisted and Turned and Grew, 
Like Nothing I'd Ever Known. 


It Morphed Into all Sorts of Shapes, 
From Animals to People to Grapes, 

And no Matter How I Tried To Control, 
It Just Kept on Taking its Own Role. 


In the End, I Just Gave Up, 

And Let the Clay Have its Way, 

I Figured It Was Better to Just Have Fun, 
Then Worry About the Mess I Ran 


So Now, When I Pick Up my Pot Clay, 

I Do It With a Bit of Dismay, 

And Hope, That It Won't Cause a Fray, 
And Leave Me With a Colorful Array. 


And if You're Thinking of Trying Pot Clay, 

Just Be Prepared for the Fun and the Fray, 

It's Messy and Sticky and a Whole Lot of Play, 

But in the End, It's Worth It for the Art That You Create! 
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CLAY 


In Class, I Saw the Abacus So Grand, 

And Thought It Would Be Easy To Understand, 
But Soon I Realized That It Was a Task, 

To Use the Beads, I Had To Ask. 


I Tried To Slide Them From Left To Right, 

But They Seemed To Be in Quite a Fight, 

They Tangled and Twisted, and It Made Me Mad, 
I Never Thought Using Beads Could Be This Bad. 


I Counted and Counted, but It Wasn't Right, 
The Beads Were Slipping, Causing a Fright, 

I Tried To Move Them, but They Didn't Budge, 
My Abacus Skills Were Worse Than a Drudge. 


The Teacher Looked my Way and Gave a Sigh, 
"You Need To Practice, Don't Just Rely, 

On Luck To Get It Right, You Have To Try, 
And Soon You'll Be an Abacus Pro, Oh My!" 


I Looked at the Abacus With a Frown, 

It Seemed To Mock Me and Bring Me Down, 
I Just Took a Deep Breath and Give It my all, 
And Soon I Conquered That Abacus Ball! 


I Started To Move the Beads With Ease, 
And Soon I Counted Like a Breeze, 

The Abacus Was No Longer a Mess, 

And I Felt Like I Had Passed a Test. 


So if You Ever See an Abacus in School, 
Just Remember, It's Not a Fool, 
With Practice and Patience, You'll Succeed, 


And Those Tangled Beads Will No Longer Impede. 
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ABACUS 


In the School Hall Hangs a Poster So Grand, 

It's Colorful, Bright, and Easy To Understand, 

It Teaches Math, Science, and History, 

And all Sorts of Things in-Between, It's a Mystery. 


One Day a Student Had a Clever Idea, 

To Add Some Things To Make It More Clear, 
She Took Out her Paints and Some Glue, 

And Began To Decorate, Something New. 


She Added Some Stickers, Some Glitter Too, 

Some Cut-Outs From Magazines, and Even a Tattoo, 
She Glued on Some Googly Eyes and a Nose, 

And Before She Knew It, It Started To Grow. 


The Poster Was Now a Work of Art, 

But to the Teacher, It Looked Like a False Start, 
It Was Messy, Disorganized, and Hard To Read, 
And He Knew It Wasn't What the Students Need. 


He Asked Her To Take It Down and Start Again, 
But the Student Just Laughed, and Said "Amen", 
"It's Just a Poster, Let's Not Get So Bent, 

I'll Make Another, Just Like You Meant." 


And So the New Poster Stayed Up for all To See, 
A Perfection of Color and Pictures, So Lovely, 
And Now It Has Been Quite Right, 

It Brought a Smile to Everyone's Sight. 
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POSTER 
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BULLETIN BOARD 
At School, There's a Bulletin Board, 


Where News and Events Are Adored, 
It's a Place To Post Things Galore, 
But Sometimes, It Can Be a Big Chore. 


The Students, They Come and Go, 
Leaving Their Papers ina Row, 
Announcements and Posters Alike, 

Stick to the Board With All Their Might. 


But Oh, What a Mess It Can Be, 

When no One Takes Responsibility, 

For the Papers That Fall to the Ground, 
Scattered and Lost, Never To Be Found. 


There's a Flyer for the Bake Sale, 
A Notice for a Club's Retail, 

An Invitation to the School Play, 
All Lost in Disarray. 


The Principal Takes a Look, 

And Let's out a Heavy Sigh, 

For the Board Looks Like a Book, 
With Pages That Can't Comply. 


The Co-Ordinator Walks by, 

And Shakes his Head With a Cry, 
For Cleaning It Up Would Be a Task, 
That He'd Rather Not Ask. 


So the Board Remains a Mess, 

Of Papers in Distress, 

Until a Brave Captain Comes Along, 
And Makes Things Right With a Song. 


They'll Sort Through the Mess, 
And Put Things in Their Best, 
Leaving the Board Looking Neat, 
With All the Posters Complete. 


But for Now, It's a Sight To See, 
Of Papers That Impress. 


My School Bag Is Upside Down, 
And Chaos Is All Around, 
Pencils, Papers, and Snacks, 

All Tumbled out in Stacks. 


My Bag Is Like a Black Hole, 
It Swallows Everything Whole, 
Even the Things I Don't Need, 
End Up Inside, Indeed. 


There's a Banana Peel in my Bag, 
It's Starting To Smell Like a Rag, 
And a Forgotten Sandwich, 
That's Now a Science Project. 


My Water Bottle's Spilled its Contents, 
All Over my Books and Documents, 

The Ink From my Pen Has Smudged, 

My Notes Now Look Like Mud. 


I Try To Clean Up This Mess, 

But It's Just Causing Me More Stress, 
As I Shove Everything Back in, 

It Feels Like a Never-Ending Spin. 


But Then I Find a Silver Lining, 

In This Messy and Chaotic Binding, 
For When I Finally Clean my Bag, 
It'll Be Like a Brand New Flag. 


So, I'll Embrace This Upside-Down Mess, 


And Clean It Up With Finesse, 
For my School Bag May Be a Disaster, 


But It's a Reflection of my Learning Master. 
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SCHOOL BAG 
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LUNCHBOX 
In the Morning Rush, With Hair ina Mess, 
I Stuffed my Lunchbox, and Gave It a Press, 
Hoping It Was Filled With Tasty Treats, 
But Little Did I Know, It Would Turn Into a Feat. 


The First Bell Rang, and I Quickly Ran, 

My Bag Was Heavy, and I Was its Only Fan, 
I Opened It Up, and What Did I See, 

A Disaster Waiting for Me. 


The Sandwich Was Squished, the Apple Was Brown, 

The Juice Box Had Leaked, all Over the Brown, 

My Chips Were Crushed, and my Cookies Were Crumbled, 

It Was Like a Tornado Had Swept, and Left Everything Jumbled. 


I Tried To Fix the Mess, but It Was all in Vain, 

It Seemed Like the Lunchbox Was Playing a Game, 

A Game of Hide and Seek, With my Food as the Prize, 
And the Lunchbox Was Winning, to my Surprise. 


I Felt Defeated, and my Stomach Growled, 
As I Gazed at the Mess, and Sadly Scowled, 
I Had no Choice but To Eat What I Had, 
Even Though It Tasted a Little Bit Bad. 


From That Day on, I Learned a Lesson So True, 

To Pack my Lunch With Care, and Not in a Hurry, Too, 
Or Else I Would End Up With a Mess So Grand, 

That Even my Lunchbox Couldn't Withstand. 
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SCHOOL GATE 
The School Gate Had Closed, What a Pickle To Be in, 
With Students Stuck Outside, It's Quite the Sin. 


The Bell Had Rung, but They Were Still Out, 
Oh, What a Mess, They Want To Shout. 


The Principal Appeared, With a Frown on his Face, 
He Said, "What's Going On Here? This Is a Disgrace!" 


The Students All Groaned, and Then They Moaned, 
As the Gate Remained Locked, It Seemed They Were Cloned. 


Some Tried To Climb, Some Tried To Slide, 
But the Gate Was Stuck, It Wouldn't Budge, no Matter How Hard They Tried. 


The Teachers Stood by, Trying To Find a Way, 
To Get the Gate Open, and Start the School Day. 


But in the Meantime, Chaos Ensued, 
With Students Running Around, Acting Like They Were Rude. 


Some Were Playing Tag, While Others Just Moped, 
And a Few Even Tried To Climb Over the Gate and Rope. 


Finally, the Janitor Came With a Key, 
He Opened the Gate, and the Students Ran Free. 


They Rushed to Their Classrooms, With no Time To Spare, 
And the Teachers Shook Their Heads, Wondering How They'd Fare. 


So the Lesson To Be Learned, in Case It's Not Clear, 
Is To Be on Time, or Else You'll End Up Stuck Outside, With Fear. 
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PAINT 
The Art Class Was in Full Swing, 
And Everyone Was Doing Their Thing. 
But Then Came the Fateful Hour, 
When Things Went Wrong With the Paint and the Power. 


A Student Reached for the Paint Pot, 

But Alas, It Was Just Too Hot. 

The Lid Popped Off, and the Paint Spilled Out, 
All Over the Floor, Without a Doubt. 


The Teacher Cried Out, "Oh No, Oh Dear", 
As Everyone Started To Sneer. 

The Paint Spread Far and Wide, 

Making a Mess That Couldn't Be Denied. 


One Student Slipped and Fell, 

In the Paint Puddle, Oh What a Smell! 

The Rest of the Class Tried To Help, 

But Ended Up Slipping and Yelping With a Yelp. 


The Teacher Tried To Keep her Cool, 

But It Was Hard When the Paint Was Such a Fool. 
It Dripped Down the Walls and Onto the Chairs, 
Even Landing in Some Student's Hair. 


The Exam Was Ruined, the Students Were Sad, 
And the Paint Mess Was Really Quite Bad. 

But Looking Back on It Now, 

It's a Funny Memory, Somehow. 


So if You're Ever in Art Class, 

And the Paint Seems To Be a Bit of a Hassle, 
Just Remember This Little Rhyme, 

And Try To Have a Good Time. 


Ina Classroom of the Past 

Before Computers and Screens Amassed 

We Used To Write on Slates, Oh What a Blast 
But Let Me Tell You, It Wasn't Meant To Last 


One Fine Day, During an Exam 

I Was Writing Away, Just Like a Clam 
Suddenly, my Slate Slipped From my Hand 
And Fell Down With a Loud Bang on the Stand 


The Sound Echoed Through the Class 

And my Classmates Stared at Me Aghast 

I Picked Up my Slate and Tried To Erase 

But the Damage Was Done, It Couldn't Be Replaced 


A Crack Had Formed Right Down the Middle 

And my Writing Looked Like a Scribble 

I Tried To Explain to the Teacher 

But He Just Looked at Me Like I Was a Creature 


He Asked Me To Continue With the Test 
But all I Could Do Was Feel Distressed 
The Crack Seemed To Be Mocking Me 

As if Saying, "You'll Never Be Free" 


I Tried To Write, but the Chalk Dust 

Was Spreading all Around Like Rust 

My Hands Were Covered in White 

And my Classmates Were Laughing With Delight 


I Finally Finished the Test With a Sigh 
But my Slate Was the Reason Why 

I Got a Low Grade, Oh What a Shame 
All Because of That Slate, It's To Blame 


So if You Ever Use a Slate in School 
Remember This Poem, and Don't Be a Fool 
Hold It Tight, and Be Careful Not To Drop 
Or Else You'll End Up Like Me, With a Flop 
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SLATE 
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SCHOOL LIBRARY 
In the Library, I Went To Read 
With Books Stacked High, I Had To Tread 
But my Feet Slipped, I Fell With a Thud 
And I Landed ina Pile of Mud 


The Librarian Came Running in 

Her Expression Showed She Wasn't Pleased With my Sin 
"You've Ruined the Books!" She Cried in Despair 

As She Tried To Clean the Dirt From my Hair 


I Felt Embarrassed, I Wanted To Hide 

But the Laughter From my Classmates Amplified 

They Snickered and Giggled, Pointing at my State 

And I Knew I Had Become the Library's Newest Debate 


The Books Were Ruined, It Was Plain To See 

And I Knew I Had To Pay a Hefty Fee 

But the Librarian Had a Devious Plan 

She Made Me Read all the Books, Every Woman and Man 


So I Sat There for Hours, Flipping Page After Page 
Reading Stories of Knights, Wizards, and Sage 

But the Books Were Musty, Old and Worn 

And I Felt Like I Had Been Through a Terrible Storm 


At Last, I Finished the Last Book 

And the Librarian Gave Me a Stern Look 

"You May Leave Now," She Said With a Scowl 
And I Ran Out of the Library, Feeling Like a Howl 


I Learned my Lesson, I'll Be More Careful Next Time 
I Won't Let my Clumsiness Be the Cause of a Crime 
But Until Then, I'll Stay Far Away 

From the Library, Where the Books and I Won't Play. 
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SCHOOL RECESS 
At School Recess, Chaos Ensues, 
Over Tiffins, Kids Argue and Accuse, 
Fighting Over Samosas and Sandwiches, 
And Teachers Intervening With Their Strict Glances. 


One Boy's Tiffin Is the Talk of the Town, 

Filled With Delicious Snacks That Make Jaws Drop Down, 
The Others Envy Him and Plot To Steal a Bite, 

Leading to a Massive Food Fight. 


Chapatis Fly in the Air Like Frisbees, 

As Everyone Scrambles To Get a Piece of the Cheese, 
Juices Spill Over the Floor in a Rainbow of Hues, 
Creating a Sticky Mess That no One Can Defuse. 


The Teachers Come Running, Their Whistles Blowing, 
Trying To Stop the Chaos That's Constantly Growing, 
But Their Efforts Are in Vain, as Kids Continue To Brawl, 
Over the Tiffins That Started It all. 


In the End, the Bell Rings, and the Kids Scurry Away, 
Leaving Behind a Cafeteria That's in Disarray, 

The Cleaners Sigh as They Begin To Clean Up the Mess, 
Wondering Why Tiffins Cause Such Stress. 


So Let This Be a Lesson To All Those in School, 

To Share Your Tiffin and Not Act Like a Fool, 

For It's Not Worth the Fight and the Trouble That It Brings, 
And a Peaceful Recess Is a Much Better Thing. 


As I Reached the Bookshelf Near 

I Saw a Sight That Was Quite Queer 
The Books Were all in Such Disarray 
I Couldn't Help but Laugh and Say 


"What Happened Here, Oh Dear Oh Dear 
Did a Tornado Pass Through Here?" 
There Were Books Stacked High and Low 
In no Particular Order, Oh No 


Some Were Upside Down and Backwards Too 
I Wondered What the Teacher Would Do 
But Then I Saw my Friend Jack 

With a Stack of Books on his Back 


He Looked at Me and Gave a Grin 

"I Was Just Trying To Find Where To Begin" 
I Couldn't Help but Join in the Fun 

And We Started To Move Books One by One 


Trying To Make Them Look Neat and Tidy 
But It Seemed Impossible, Oh How Mighty 
As We Moved the Books to and Fro 

We Accidentally Bumped One, Oh No 


It Toppled Over and Fell to the Ground 
And Suddenly We Heard a Strange Sound 
The Teacher Came Rushing in 

And her Face Turned Red, Oh What a Din 


"What Have You Done to my Bookshelf?" 

She Exclaimed, as We Tried To Hide Ourselves 
We Apologized and Promised To Fix It all 

And Slowly Started To Stand Up Tall 
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SCHOOL BOOKSHELF 


In Every Class, a Trusty Book We Had 

With Words and Meanings, Good and Bad 

The Dictionary, a Companion So Fine 

But Sometimes its Usage Can Be Quite a Mine 


During Tests, It's our Go-To Guide 

But Sometimes the Meaning Can Be Quite Wide 
Confusion Reigns When the Words We Look 
Cause We Don't Know Which Definition To Hook 


The Teacher Asked Us To Find a Word 

And Oh, the Dictionary Was Absurd 

With Meanings Long and Complicated 

Our Minds, by Definitions, Were Frustrated 


We Searched and Searched for the Right One 
But Found Too Many, What Have We Done? 
We Used Them all, in Hopes To Score 

But in the End, It Left Us Sore 


Oh, Dictionary, You're Such a Tease 
With Meanings That Make Us Fall to our Knees 
Sometimes We Think We Know What You Say 


But the Next Page Shows Us We're Far From Okay 


With Words That We've Never Even Heard 
We Look at Each Other, Feeling Absurd 

But We Can't Deny That You're our Friend 
For Without You, our Grades Might Descend 


So Let's Embrace Your Knowledge and Your Might 


And Use You Wisely, Both Day and Night 
For Though You May Bring Us Some Strife 
You're Still an Essential Part of our School Life. 


42 
DICTIONARY 
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SCHOOL MAGAZINE 
In the School Library, With a Flick of my Wrist 
I Found a Magazine, I Just Couldn't Resist 
It Was the School's Magazine, So Shiny and New 
I Thought to Myself, "Let's See What's Inside, Woo Hoo!” 


I Flipped Through the Pages, all Colorful and Bright 
And Started To Chuckle at the Silly Sight 

A Picture of the School Captain in a Funky Hat 

And a Feature on the Cafeteria's New Mat. 


As I Kept Reading, I Couldn't Believe 

The Hilarious Stories and the Funny Reprieve 

There Was a Section on the School's Pet Hamster 

Who Was Known To Chew on Pencils and Chew Even Faster. 


Then I Stumbled Upon the Student's Advice Column 
Where Questions Were Answered With Humor so Solemn 
"Dear Magazine, What Do I Do With a Crush?" 

"Feed Them Pizza and Ice Cream, That's the Surest Hush!" 


But the Best Part of all Was the Comics Section 

With Drawings and Jokes That Brought On Pure Affection 
There Was a Superhero Who Could Only Fly Backwards 
And a Talking Dog Who Would Only Eat Snackers. 


With the Magazine in my Hand and a Smile on my Face 
I Knew This Was a Treasure I Couldn't Replace 

For It Brought Laughter and Joy to all Who Read 

And Made Even the Grumpiest of Teachers Shed. 


So When You're Feeling Down and Need a Good Laugh 
Just Pick Up the School Magazine and Cut It in Half 
For in its Pages You'll Find a World of Fun 

And All the Messes Will Seem To Come Undone. 


In the Classroom, on the Desk 

A Paperweight, no Need To Guess 

To Hold the Papers, Keep Them in Place 

But Sometimes They Cause Quite a Disgrace 


One Day in School, Things Went Awry 
The Paperweights Caused Quite a Big Sigh 
One Kid, a Bit Too Rambunctious 

Caused a Mess, Oh So Ridiculous 

The Paperweights, They Started To Fly 


Through the Air, Up So High 

One Went to the Ceiling, One to the Floor 

The Teacher's Face Turned Red, Oh What a Bore 
The Students Tried To Catch Them all 

But It Was Like Trying To Catch a Ball 


They Rolled Off the Desks, Onto the Chairs 
Causing Chaos, It Just Wasn't Fair 

The Teacher Tried To Restore Order 

But the Paperweights Had Become a Hoarder 


Some Were Shaped Like Animals, Some Like Fruit 
But Now They Were All Just a Big Dispute 

The Students Tried To Put Them Back in Place 
But the Mess Was Just Too Much To Face 


The Paperweights Were Supposed To Help 
But Now They Just Caused Yelps and Yelps 
The Teacher Finally Gave Up the Fight 
And Just Laughed at the Sight 


The Lesson Learned, at the End of the Day 
Is That Sometimes Things Just Don't Go Your Way 
So Let's all Take a Lesson From This Class 


And Keep our Paperweights on the Straight and Narrow Path! 
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SCHOOL FILE 
In School, During the PTM, 
The Sight That One Just Couldn't Unseen, 
Was the Mess of Files Piled High, 
All Scattered, Tossed and Flying by. 


Parents Frantically Searched for Their Child's File, 
While Others Cried and Wailed in Denial, 

Teachers Tried Their Best To Sort the Mess, 

But It Seemed Like a Hopeless Stress. 


Some Files Were Squished, Some Torn and Crumpled, 
As if They Were ina War, and Had Been Ruffled, 
And Some Were Mixed Up, all out of Place, 

Oh, What a Disgrace! 


The Principal Looked on in Despair, 
Wondering How To Solve This Affair, 

For no One Seemed To Be Taking the Blame, 
And the Mess Just Kept Growing in Shame. 


Finally, a Parent Suggested With a Grin, 

That They Should Just Throw Them all in the Bin, 
But the Teachers Knew That Couldn't Be Done, 

As Those Files Were Important, Every Single One. 


So They Rallied Together, With Laughter and Cheer, 
And Started Sorting the Files, With Nothing To Fear, 
And as They Worked, They Shared Some Jokes, 

And Finally, the Pile Started To Look Like Folks. 


The PTM Continued With Joy and Glee, 

As the Files Were Sorted, for all To See, 

And Though the Mess Was a Great Big Fuss, 

They Knew That They Had Done It, Without any Cuss. 


So, Next Time You're at School, With a Mess To Mend, 
Remember To Stay Calm, and To Make Amends, 

For With Laughter and Love, You'll Find a Way, 

To Solve any Mess, any Night or Day. 


In Class, We Were Studying Geography, 

And for That, We Needed an Atlas, You See. 
I Searched for Mine in my Backpack, 

But Alas, It Was Nowhere in my Stack. 


I Looked Left and Right, Up and Down, 

But my Atlas Was Nowhere To Be Found. 
My Friend Said, "Use Mine, It's Just Here", 
But When I Opened It, I Let Out a Tear. 


The Pages Were Torn and Stuck Together, 

And the Maps Were all Smudged With Whatever. 
I Tried To Wipe It Off, but It Was no Use, 

It Just Made the Mess Even More Profuse. 


I Looked at my Friend and Said With a Sigh, 

"Your Atlas Is in Such a Sorry State, Oh My!" 

She Just Laughed and Said, "It's Been Through a Lot, 
But It's Still Good Enough for What We've Got." 


So We Tried To Make Do With What We Had, 

But It Was a Mess, and It Made Us Quite Sad. 

The Borders Were Blurred and the Names Were Unclear, 
We Couldn't Tell a River From a Mere. 


We Struggled Through the Lesson That Day, 

And Hoped for a Better Atlas on our Next Play. 

But Until Then, We'll Have To Deal With the Mess, 

And Hope our Teacher Doesn't Make Too Much of a Fuss. 


So if You Ever Borrow an Atlas, Take Care, 

And Treat It With the Love and Respect It Should Bear. 
Or Else You'll End Up Like my Friend and Me, 

Stuck With a Messy, Unusable Geography. 
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SCHOOL ATLAS 


The School Clock Was ina Mess, 

It Just Caused Me So Much Stress. 

It Showed the Wrong Time, Hour by Hour, 
Making Me Late and Feeling Sour. 


I Thought I Was Early, but No, 

The Clock Was a Foe, That I Know. 

I Rushed to Class, but It Was Too Late, 
The Teacher Stared, and I Met my Fate. 


The Bell Rang at the Wrong Time, 

And I Missed my Bus, It Was a Crime. 

The Clock Was a Prankster, a True Jester, 
Making my Life a Total Disaster. 


I Tried To Fix It, With All my Might, 


But the Clock Just Wouldn't Budge, Try as I Might. 


It Ticked and Tocked, but Never on Time, 
Making Me Feel Like I Was ina Mime. 


So, I Wrote a Note, to the Principal, 
"Please Fix the Clock, It's Essential." 

But the Principal Just Shrugged and Said, 
"I'll Get to It When I Have Time, Instead." 


The Teacher Smiled and Tried To Make Light, 
"It's Just a Clock, It'll Be All Right, 

We'll Get Through This Together, Don't You Fear, 
Just Sit Back, Relax, and Enjoy Being Here." 


The Clock Just Kept on Ticking, So Slow, 
Making the Day Seem Like a Never-Ending Show. 
I Couldn't Wait To Escape, and Be Free, 
From the Clutches of the Clock, and its Tyranny. 


And So the School Clock Became Quite a Joke, 


The Students Would Laugh, and Then They Would Poke, 


Fun at its Antics, and its Strange Way, 
Of Showing the Wrong Time, Day After Day. 


But in the End, I Learned a Lesson, 

To Never Rely on a Clock, Just Guess on. 

I'll Never Forget, That Day in School, 

When the Clock Made Me Feel Like Such a Fool. 
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SCHOOL CLOCK 


In the Classroom It Was Hot as Heck 

And all We Had Was a Broken Fan, Oh Heck 
The Blades Wouldn't Spin, It Was a Mess 
The Heat Was Just Too Much To Digest 


We Tried To Fix It With All our Might, 


But no Matter What We Did, It Was Still in Sight. 


It Hummed and Rattled Like a Crazy Machine, 
And Blew Hot Air With a Gusty Sheen. 


Our Faces Dripped With Sweat and Grime, 

As We Sat There in the Heat of Summertime. 
We Tried To Cool Ourselves With our Books 
But They Just Didn't Give Us the Same Look 


We Fanned Ourselves With our Hands 

But That Didn't Help in the Heat of the Lands 
The Teacher Tried To Open the Windows Wide 
But all It Did Was Invite More Heat Inside 


The Sweat Was Pouring Down our Face 

We Wished We Were ina Cooler Place 

Now We Had To Sit in Silence and Sweat 
Wondering When the Heat Wave Would Be Set 


We Wished for a Cooler Day To Come 

And for the Heat To Be Finally Undone 

But for Now We Had To Bear the Heat 

And Hope for a Working Fan To Come and Meet 


Until Then We'll Sit Here and Sweat 
And Pray for a Cool Breeze To Be Met. 
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CLASSROOM FAN 


In the Schoolroom, Dark as Coal, 

Lay Students Cramming, Pole to Pole. 

The Exams Were Nearing, Nerves Were High, 
When a Sudden Mess Caused Quite a Cry. 


The Lamps Were Broken, no Light To Shine, 
On all the Pages and the Lines. 

The Students Scrambled, in a Fix, 

To Find a Way To Make Them Fixed. 


But With Each Bulb, a New Problem Arose, 

No Light, no Reading, Just Fumbling With Toes. 

So the Teacher Called for Help From the Repairman, 
But He Took Too Long, Made Them Wait as He Ran. 


In the Meantime, Chaos Brewed, 

Students Whispered and Some Even Booed, 
Their Fate Was Sealed, the Exams Were Due, 
But They Couldn't See, What Were They To Do? 


One Student Got a Bright Idea, 

And Pulled Out his Phone, He Brought It Near, 
He Used the Flashlight, Bright and Clear, 

And Shared It With all, Without any Fear. 


The Others Saw, and Followed Suit, 

Each With a Phone, They Lit Up the Room. 

The Exams Began, the Teachers Surveillance Was Strict 
But in the End, They Still Aced the Test. 


So Now the School Has Fixed the Lamps, 

But the Students Still Use Their Flashlight Amps, 

They Joke and Laugh, as They Reminisce, 

Of the Time They Took Their Exam by the Light of a Phone Bliss. 
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SCHOOL LAMP 


At School, the Newspaper Was Due, 
But Something Was Terribly Askew, 
The Printing Was Wrong, What To Do? 


The Headlines Were All Upside Down, 
And the Photos Were Turned All Around, 
It Was a Mess That Could Make One Frown. 


The Sports Section Was Mixed With the News, 
The Weather Forecast Was Giving Us Clues, 
That It Might Snow in our Summer Shoes. 


The Obituaries Were Written With Joy, 
And the Editorials Seemed To Annoy, 
As if They Were Written by a Playful Boy. 


The Horoscope Section Was Quite Bizarre, 
It Said You'll Find Love in Your Own Car, 
And That You'll Travel to Mars. 


The Crossword Was Missing Some Clues, 
And the Sudoku Had Too Many Twos, 
It Was a Mess That Gave Us the Blues. 


The Comics Were Printed in Black and White, 
And the Advice Column Was Giving Us Fright, 
As if It Was Telling Us To Take a Bite. 


We Looked at Each Other in Disbelief, 
Wondering if It Was Some Kind of a Thief, 
Who Stole the Newspaper, Caused All This Grief. 


But Then We Realized It Was Just a Mistake, 
A Printing Error, That's all It Would Take, 
To Make a Mess That Would Make Us Quake. 


So We Laughed It Off, and Had Some Fun, 
Making Jokes About the Mess That Was Done, 


And Hoped That the Next Issue Would Be a Real Fun. 
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SCHOOL NEWSPAPER 


In the Classroom, the Bell Rings Loud 
Students Rush Out, Happy and Proud 

To the Playground, They all Run 

Carrying Their Bags, in the Scorching Sun 


A Water Bottle in Their Hand They Hold 
But the Cap Is Open, and the Water Is Cold 
They Take a Sip, but Oh, What a Mess 

The Water Spills, Leaving Them in Distress 


Some of Them Bump Into Each Other 

Falling Down, Like Dominoes, One After Another 
Water Splashes on Their Shirts, Making Them Wet 
And Then They Start To Fret 


Their Friends Laugh and Point Fingers 

Saying, "You Should've Put the Cap on, You Linger!" 
But the Water Bottle, It's To Blame 

For Not Holding the Water, That's its Shame 


The Grass on the Playground Turns Green 
As the Water Spills, Like It's Never Seen 
The Children Start To Run Around 
Chasing Each Other, Making a Sound 


The Water Bottle, It's Now Empty 

The Children, They're Sweaty 

But They Don't Care, They're Having Fun 
Playing in the Water, Under the Sun 


The Teacher Comes Out, Wondering What's Going On 


She Sees the Children, Laughing and Having a Ball 
She Spots the Water Bottle, Lying on the Ground 
Empty and Lonely, Like a Lost Hound 


The Mess It Created, It Was Worth It all 
For the Children, It Was a Big Ball 

And the Water Bottle, It Played its Part 
In Bringing Joy to Every Child's Heart. 
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SCHOOL WINDOW 
I Was Sitting in Language Class, Feeling Quite Bored, 
When Suddenly Something Caught my Eye, That Left Me Floored. 
I Looked out the Window, To See What Was the Matter, 
And What I Saw Outside, Left Me ina State of Chatter. 


There Was a Boy Playing, With a Ball in his Hand, 

Kicking It Around, and Having a Grand Old Time, So Grand. 
But That Wasn't the Mess That Caught my Eye, 

It Was What Happened Next, That Made Me Want To Cry. 


The Boy Kicked the Ball, but It Didn't Go Far, 

Instead, It Hit a Bird, That Was Perched on the School's Rooftop Bar. 
The Bird, It Flew Away, Squawking in Pain, 

While the Boy Just Stood There, Feeling Quite Insane. 


But That Wasn't All, That I Saw From the Window, 

For as I Looked Down, I Saw Quite the Weird Show. 
There Was a Janitor, With a Broom in his Hand, 
Sweeping Up the Leaves, That Fell on the School's Land. 


But the Wind Was So Strong, It Kept Blowing Them Back, 
And the Janitor, Poor Guy, Kept Having To Retrack. 

He Tried and He Tried, but the Leaves Wouldn't Budge, 
Leaving Him Quite Frustrated, and Feeling Quite Grudge. 


So, as I Sat There, Watching This Display, 

I Couldn't Help but Chuckle, and Let Out a Loud Sigh. 

For Even Though the Mess Was Quite Strange, 

It Gave Me a Good Lesson, and That's Not a Bad Exchange. 


On the School Bus of Senior Boys, 

A Sight I've Seen That Brings Me no Joys, 
A Mess of Epic Proportions, 

Caused by Their Reckless Distortions. 


They Leave Their Trash Everywhere, 
Crumpled Up Papers, Food and Hair, 

Empty Cans of Soda and Chips, 

And Discarded Homework and Scribbled Tips. 


The Seats Are Sticky, the Floors Are Gross, 
It's Like a Jungle, Not a Bus of the Most, 
For They Treat It Like a Party Den, 
Without a Care for Cleanliness, Amen! 


The Windows Are Fogged, the Air Is Stale, 
Their Behavior So Crude, I Can't Help but Pale, 
The Odor Is Noxious, the Noise Is Loud, 

And the Driver Is Helpless, Without a Doubt. 


It's a Wonder They Even Make It to School, 
With All the Chaos, They're no Rule, 

They Act Like They're Kings of the Bus, 

But in Reality, They're Just a Bunch of Fuss. 


Oh Senior Boys, Why Can't You Clean Up Your Mess, 


It's Not That Hard, You Don't Need To Stress, 


Just Throw Away Your Trash and Pick Up Your Things, 
And You'll See How Much Better the Ride Will Bring. 
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SCHOOL BELL 
Oh the School Bell, How It Did Fail, 


To Ring on Time, We Were Left ina Wail, 
For We Thought We Had Time To Spare, 
But Oh How Wrong We Were, It's Quite Unfair. 


We Packed our Bags and Said Goodbye, 
Assuming the Bell Would Give Us a Timely Lie, 
But When We Looked Up, We Were in Shock, 
For the Bell Had Not Rung, It Was Like a Mock. 


We Waited and Waited, but to no Avail, 

The Bell Was Silent, It Was a Major Fail, 

For We Missed our Ride, and Now We're Stuck, 
Without a Way To Get Home, Oh What Bad Luck! 


We Looked Around, and What Did We See, 

A Group of Students, Just Like You and Me, 

All Stranded, Waiting for a Bell To Ring, 

But Alas, It Did Not, and We Were Left To Sing. 


Oh School Bell, Why Did You Forsake Us So, 
Why Did You Choose This Moment To Go Slow, 
We Needed You, We Depended on Your Sound, 
But Instead, You Let Us All Down. 


So Now We're Stuck, With Nowhere To Go, 
Thanks to the Bell, We're Stuck in This Show, 
But We'll Wait It Out, and Hope for the Best, 
Until the Bell Rings, and We Can Finally Rest. 


In the School Playground, Oh What a Sight, 
After the Rain, It's a Messy Sight, 

Puddles and Mud, Everywhere We Look, 
It's Like a Swamp, It's Not a Nook. 


The Swings Are Dripping, the Slides Are Slick, 
It's Like a Giant Slip-N-Slide, It's Quite a Trick, 
For We Slide Down, but End Up ina Mess, 
Covered in Mud, We Look Like a Distress. 


The Football Field Is Now a Quagmire, 

It's Like a Battlefield, Not a Place To Admire, 

The Players Slip and Slide, They Can't Keep Their Feet, 
It's Like a Comedy Show, It's Quite a Feat. 


The Teachers Are Worried, They Don't Know What To Do, 
They See the Mess, and Their Faces Turn Blue, 

For They Know the Cleanup Will Be Quite a Task, 

And It Will Take a While, It's Not an Easy Ask. 


But We Students, We Don't Mind the Mess, 
For It's Like a Playground, Not a Chess, 

We Jump in Puddles, We Play in the Mud, 
It's Like a Dreamland, Not a Dud. 


Oh School Playground, With All Your Mess, 

You're Like a Circus, Not a Chess, 

We'll Slide and Slip, We'll Jump and Play, 

Until the Sun Comes Out, and Takes the Rain Away. 
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SCHOOL PLAYGROUND 


The School Swing, Oh What a Rush, 

During Recess, It's Quite a Crush, 

For Everyone Wants a Turn or Two, 

And It's Quite a Mess, That's Nothing New. 


The Line Is Long, the Wait Is Tense, 

The Swing Is Popular, It Makes no Sense, 
For It's Just a Piece of Metal and Rope, 
But to Us Students, It's Like a Hope. 


We Wait and Wait, for our Turn To Swing, 
It's Like a Never-Ending Thing, 

But When It's our Turn, Oh What a Thrill, 
We Swing so High, We Feel Like We Could Kill. 


The Wind in our Hair, the Sky So Blue, 
The Rush Is Real, It's Like a Debut, 

For We Feel Alive, We Feel So Free, 

On the School Swing, It's the Place To Be. 


But With All the Rush, Comes the Mess, 
The Swing Is Like a Giant Stress, 

For We Leave our Bags and Things ina Pile, 
And It's Like a Chaotic Mile. 


The Ground Is Covered in Backpacks and Shoes, 
It's Like a Hurricane, Not a Place To Choose, 
But We Don't Care, We're Too Busy Swinging, 
And the Mess Can Wait, It's Not a Thing. 


Oh School Swing, With All Your Rush and Mess, 
You're Like a Carnival, Not a Chess, 

We'll Swing and Play, We'll Laugh and Shout, 

Until the Bell Rings, and We're Forced To Get Out. 
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SCHOOL SWING 


Oh, How Funny It Would Be, 

If the School Calendar Went Rogue, You See, 
If It Decided To Switch Things Up, 

And Make our Schedules All Mixed Up. 


Imagine Waking Up for School One Day, 
And Finding Out It's a Holiday, 

Or Showing Up for Class, Just To Find, 
That It's Been Cancelled, What a Bind! 


And What if the Exam Dates Got Swapped, 
And You Showed Up Unprepared and Flopped, 
Or What if the Sports Day Got Moved, 

To a Day When no One Else Approved. 


It Would Be Like a Prankster's Delight, 

With the School Calendar Causing Quite a Fright, 
But We'd All Be Laughing, That's for Sure, 

At the Chaos It Would Create and More. 


We Try To Follow It, but It's Like a Maze, 

And We Get Lost, ina Calendar Daze, 

For the Events Are Misplaced, and the Dates Are Amiss, 
It's Like a Game of Darts, That We Can't Even Hit. 


The Teachers Would Be Scratching Their Heads, 
Trying To Figure Out What's Been Said, 

And the Students Would Be Giggling With Glee, 
At the Thought of School Gone Wild and Free. 


Oh, Rogue School Calendar, We Wish for Thee, 
To Cause a Mess and Set Us Free, 

From the Monotony of Routine, 

And Bring a Little Laughter and a Grin. 


But Until Then, We'll Follow the Rules, 

And Abide by the Calendar, Like Good Old Fools, 
And Dream of a Day, When It Goes Haywire, 
And Brings Us Some Laughs and Funny Satire. 
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SCHOOL CALENDAR 


The School Slide, Standing Tall and Proud, 
Looks Quite Lonely, Without a Crowd, 

For During the Vacation Time, 

No One's Around To Have a Climb. 


No Laughter Echoes, Down the Slide, 
No Children Squeal, With Joy and Pride, 
For It's Just Standing There, All Alone, 
Like a King, Without a Throne. 


The Playground's Empty, Without a Sound, 
No One's Around, To Play and Bound, 

And the Slide Just Stands, Like a Statue, 
Missing All the Fun, That It's Used to. 


It's Like a Giant, Without its Feet, 

A Book, Without a Story To Read, 

The Slide Just Stands There, All Alone, 
A Sight That Would Make You Groan. 


But Fear Not, Dear Slide, for Soon, 

The Children Will Return, and With a Tune, 
They'll Climb Up High, and Slide Back Down, 
And the Playground Will Come Back Around. 


For Though the Vacation Might Seem Long, 
It Won't Be Forever, It Won't Be Wrong, 
And Soon Enough, the Slide Will Feel, 


The Joy and Laughter, That Children Bring To Heal. 


So, Slide, Don't Feel Lonely, Don't You Fret, 
The Children Will Come Back, You Can Bet, 
And You'll Be the Highlight of the Day, 
Once Again, in Your Own Special Way. 
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SCHOOL FRIENDS 
In the Classroom, During Lectures, 
We Sit With our School Friends, Like Spectres, 
Whispering Jokes and Sharing Grins, 
Trying Hard Not To Get Caught in our Sins. 


We Pass Notes, and Doodle on Paper, 

While the Teacher Talks, Like an Old Gramophone Player, 
We Nod and Smile, Like We're Listening Close, 

But Really, We're Planning our Next Joke Dose. 


We Know Each Other, Like the Back of our Hand, 

Our Humor, our Secrets, our Inside Demands, 

We Know Just What To Say, To Make Each Other Laugh, 
Even When the Teacher's on our Case, and Being Tough. 


We've Got Each Other's Backs, no Matter What, 
Through Thick and Thin, Through Pranks and Strut, 
We'll Stick Together, Like a Pack of Wolves, 
Through All the Highs, and All the Dulls. 


We're a Team, a Gang, a Bunch of Clowns, 

We're the Kings and Queens, of Classroom Rounds, 
And Though We Might Drive the Teacher Mad, 
We Make Each Other Happy, and That's Not Bad. 


So Here's to our School Friends, During Lectures, 
The Ones Who Make Us Smile, and Bring Us Pleasures, 
We'll Stick Together, Through Thick and Thin, 

And Laugh and Joke, and Make Some Sin. 


In the School Playground, There Stands a Thing, 
That We Love To Play On, Like It's our King, 

It's the Monkey Bars, Without any Monkeys, 

But With Plenty of Students, Who Aren't Flunkies. 


We Climb Up High, Like We're Tarzan and Jane, 
Swinging From Bar To Bar, Like It's our Reign, 
We Laugh and Yell, Like a Pack of Wild Wolves, 
Feeling Like We're on Top of the World. 


We Twist and Turn, Like Acrobats in the Ring, 
Flipping and Spinning, Like a Crazy Thing, 
The Monkey Bars, our Playground Delight, 
Making Us Feel Like We're Taking Flight. 


We Challenge Each Other, To Climb Up High, 

To Reach the Top, and Touch the Sky, 

And Though We Might Fall, and Bruise our Pride, 
We Get Back Up, and Try and Glide. 


The Monkey Bars, Without any Monkeys, 

Are our Own Personal Circus, Like the Donkeys, 
We Juggle and Perform, Like We're ina Show, 
And the Playground Is our Stage, Don't You Know? 


So Here's to the Monkey Bars, Without any Monkeys, 


Our Playground Pride, our Own Personal Junkies, 
We'll Swing and Climb, Like It's our Last, 
And Feel Alive, in Every Single Grasp. 


60 
SCHOOL PLAYGROUND 


In the Science Lab, We Play With Fire, 
Mixing and Matching, Like It's our Desire, 
We Love To Experiment, and Try New Things, 
But Sometimes, It Leads to Funny Mess Rings. 


We Mix Chemicals, Like It's a Game, 

Not Thinking of the Mess, or the Flame, 

We Giggle and Laugh, Like We're ina Dream, 
Not Realizing the Trouble, That We'll Redeem. 


Suddenly, There's a Bang, and a Puff of Smoke, 
We Look Around, Like We're ina Joke, 

Our Experiment, Has Gone Awry, 

And the Mess We Made, Is Hard To Deny. 


There's Foam on the Ceiling, and Liquid on the Floor, 
Our Experiment, Has Turned Into a Bore, 

We Try To Clean Up, but It's Too Late, 

The Mess We Made, Is our Own Funny Fate. 


Our Teacher Comes in, With a Frown on Their Face, 
Looking at Us, Like We're in Disgrace, 

But We Can't Help but Giggle, at the Mess We Made, 
And the Funny Faces, That We Displayed. 


Another Time, We Were Making Slime, 

But We Added Too Much Glue, Like It Was a Crime, 
The Slime Was Too Sticky, Like It Was a Trap, 
And We Couldn't Get It off our Hands, Like a Slap. 


We Tried To Wash It Off, With Soap and Water, 
But It Only Made It Worse, Like We Were Fodder, 
So We Had To Wear the Slime, Like a Badge, 


And Walk Around the School, Like It Was a Mad Rampage. 


In the End, We Learn our Lesson Well, 

That Experiments, Can Lead to Funny Spells, 
But We'll Never Forget, the Mess We Made, 
And the Laughter, That Will Never Fade. 


So Here's to the School Science Lab, and its Funny Mess, 
The Experiments We Try, and the Chaos That We Bless, 
We'll Continue To Play With Fire, and Mix New Things, 
And Hope for a Funny Mess, That Joy Always Brings. 
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STAPLER 
In the School Exams, the Stapler Is King, 
We Rely on It, for Everything, 
To Staple our Papers, and Keep Them Neat, 
And Prevent our Work, From a Disastrous Defeat. 


But Sometimes, the Stapler Has a Funny Mind, 
And Decides To Mess With Us, From Behind, 
It Jams and Sticks, Like It's Having Fun, 

And Makes Us Panic, Like We're on the Run. 


The Teacher Looks on, With a Frown on Their Face, 
Wondering Why the Stapler, Is Such a Disgrace, 

They Try To Help Us, With a Gentle Hand, 

But the Stapler Just Won't Budge, Like a Rubber Band. 


We Try To Pry It Open, With All our Might, 

But the Stapler Just Won't Give Up the Fight, 

The Papers Fly, Like a Flock of Birds, 

And We're Left With a Mess, That's Beyond Words. 


The Students Start to Giggle, and Laugh Out Loud, 

As the Stapler Continues, To Be a Stubborn Crowd, 

But the Teacher's Not Amused, With the Funny Scene, 
And Tries To Restore Order, Like a Queen. 


In the End, We Give Up, on the Stapler's Game, 

And Try To Staple our Papers, Without the Shame, 
The Mess Is Cleaned Up, and Order Is Restored, 

But the Stapler's Funny Antics, Will Never Be Ignored. 


So Here's to the Stapler, and its Funny Mess, 
The Exams We Take, and the Chaos We Bless, 
We'll Never Forget, the Laughter and the Fun, 
And the Funny Moments, That Can't Be Undone. 
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STICKY NOTES 
Sticky Notes, Oh Sticky Notes, 
We Use Them for all Kinds of Quotes, 
To Remind Us of What We Need To Do, 
And Make Sure We Don't Forget a Thing or Two. 


But Sometimes, These Little Notes Can Be Quite Funny, 
Like When We Use Them To Play Jokes on our Buddies, 
We Stick Them on Their Back or Their Head, 

And Watch Them Walk Around, Looking Quite Misled. 


We Write Silly Messages Like “I Am a King" or “I Like You", 
And Stick Them on Their Shirt, Like a Mischievous Tool, 
And When They Finally Figure out the Game, 

We all Laugh and Giggle, and Feel Quite Tame. 


But Sometimes, the Notes Don't Stick So Well, 

And They Fall Off, Like a Funny Spell, 

They End Up on the Floor, or Stuck to our Shoe, 

And We Can't Help but Laugh, at the Sticky Residue. 


We Use Them To Create Funny Faces, 

Or Stick Them on the Wall, in Funny Places, 

We Write Jokes and Puns, That Make Us Chuckle, 
And Stick Them on the Board, Like a Funny Buckle. 


The Teacher Looks on, With a Curious Eye, 

Wondering Why the Notes, Have Become Quite Spry, 
But We Can't Help but Laugh, at the Silly Things We Do, 
And the Sticky Notes, That Bring a Smile or Two. 


So Here's to Sticky Notes, and Their Funny Ways, 

The Pranks We Play, and the Laughter That Stays, 
We'll Always Remember, the Sticky Mess We've Made, 
And the Funny Moments, That Will Never Fade. 


Oh Safety Goggles, How We Love Thee, 
Protecting our Eyes, in Chemistry, 

But Sometimes You Cause a Funny Mess, 
Making Us Laugh, and Feel Less Stressed. 


We Put You on, Like We're Supposed To Do, 

But Sometimes You Fog Up, or Slip Askew, 

We End Up Looking Like Nerdy Scientists, 

With Goggles That Make Us Look Quite Different. 


The Teacher Tells Us, To Keep Them on Tight, 
To Prevent any Harm, From Chemicals in Sight, 
But Sometimes We Forget, and Lift Them High, 
Making Us Look Like Goofy Little Guys. 


We Try To Adjust Them, To Make Them Fit, 

But They Always Seem To Slide, or Throw a Fit, 
And When We Look at Each Other in Class, 

We Can't Help but Giggle, and Chuckle En Masse. 


The Teacher Rolls her Eyes, and Tries To Scold, 


But We all Know, That She Thinks It's Funny, We're Told, 
So We Keep on Wearing, the Safety Goggles in Class, 
And Try To Make the Best, of the Funny Mess That'll Pass. 


Oh Safety Goggles, You Keep Us Safe and Sound, 
But Sometimes You Cause, a Mess That Astounds, 
But We Still Love You, for all That You Do, 

And We'll Keep Wearing You, With a Smile, Too. 
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Stencils, Oh Stencils, You Are Such a Treat, 
With Your Perfect Edges and Shapes So Neat, 
You Help Us Make Letters, Designs and Art, 
And Give our Projects a Beautiful Start. 


You Come in all Sizes, Big and Small, 

And Shapes That Are Round, Square or Tall, 
You Help Us Create With Such Precision, 

And Make our Work Stand Out With Decision. 


With Your Careful Placement and Steady Hand, 
Our Artwork Always Looks So Grand, 

We Trace Around You With our Pens and Paints, 
And Watch as our Designs Begin To Take Shape. 


But Sometimes We Slip, and You Move Out of Place, 
And our Project Turns Into a Big Disgrace, 

We Get Frustrated and Try Again, 

But the Mistake Just Seems to Never End. 


Yet We Keep Trying and Keep Using You, 

For We Know the Beauty That You Can Imbue, 
And When We Finally Get It Right, 

Our Artwork Shines With a Dazzling Light. 


Stencils, Oh Stencils, We Can't Get Enough, 

Your Usefulness and Charm Is Really Tough, 

You Make our Art Look So Professional, 

And We Can't Wait To See What's Next for Us to Stencil. 
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In Science Class We Don our Coats, 

To Shield Us From any Science Notes, 

But Sometimes, Oh Sometimes, 

Our Lab Coats Can Create Quiet the Crime. 


With Sleeves Too Long or Too Short, 

Or a Size That's Not Quite the Right Sort, 
We Look Like We're Drowning or Shrinking, 
And It's Hard To Focus on any Thinking. 


And Then There's the Issue of Stains, 
From Experiments Gone Down the Drains, 
Our Coats Turn From White to Bright Pink, 
And We Start To Feel Like We're ina Kink. 


Or Worse Yet, We Catch a Whiff, 

Of Something Foul That Makes Us Stiff, 
We Try To Ignore It and Carry On, 

But the Smell Lingers, Like a Bad Song. 


And Let's Not Forget the Pockets, 

Full of Paper Clips, Rubber Bands, and Rockets, 
We Forget What We Put In There, 

And End Up With a Mess We Cannot Bear. 


But Through All the Mishaps and the Mess, 
We Know our Lab Coats Are the Best, 

For They Protect Us From Dangerous Fumes, 
And Keep Us Safe From any Booms. 


So We'll Wear Them With Pride, No Matter the Look, 


And Embrace the Science That We Cook, 
For Lab Coats May Be a Bit of a Chore, 


But They Keep Us Safe, and That's What Science Is for. 
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In the Library, Shelves Stacked High, 
The Encyclopedia Caught my Eye, 

I Reached Up High To Pull It Down, 
And Then I Heard a Thunderous Sound. 


The Book Fell Down With Such Great Force, 
It Shook the Ground and Changed my Course, 
The Pages Flew and Scattered Wide, 

And I Could Not Control the Ride. 


The Words and Pictures All in a Heap, 
I Couldn't Help but Laugh and Weep, 
The Mess Was Just Too Much To Bear, 
But at Least I Had a Story To Share. 


I Started To Pick Up the Pieces, 

One by One, the Pages and Creases, 

And Then I Noticed Something Strange, 
The Encyclopedia Had Rearranged. 


The Words and Pictures Were all Mixed Up, 

The Planets With the Plants, the Dog With the Pup, 
I Couldn't Help but Chuckle and Grin, 

At the Funny Mess I Was in. 


But Then I Heard a Librarian's Voice, 
And I Knew I Had To Make a Choice, 
To Put the Book Back in its Place, 
And Pretend That I Had Some Grace. 


So I Sorted and I Organized, 

The Book's Contents I Had To Revise, 
But as I Looked Through Every Page, 
I Found Myself Lost ina New Age. 


The Mix-Up Had Led Me to a New Land, 

And I Was Discovering Things So Grand, 

From the Stars in the Sky to the Depths of the Sea, 
The Encyclopedia Had Set my Mind Free. 


So Now When I Think of That Funny Mess, 
I Smile and Feel Truly Blessed, 

For the Encyclopedia's Accidental Switch, 
Led Me to a World That Is Truly Rich. 
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In Science Class, I Felt Quite Wise, 

Until I Opened the Lab Manual With Surprise, 
The Pages Were Stuck, One to the Other, 

And the Words Were all Blurry, Like a Smother. 


I Tried To Pull Them Apart With Care, 
But Soon I Was in for a Real Scare, 
The Pages Ripped and Tore With Ease, 
Leaving Me With a Pile of Debris. 


The Lab Manual Was Now in Shreds, 

And I Was Left Shaking my Head, 

But Then Something Funny Caught my Eye, 
A New Experiment, I Had To Try. 


I Mixed Some Chemicals and Watched Them React, 
And Suddenly There Was a Loud Crack, 

The Experiment Went Out of Control, 

And I Was Left With a Huge Gaping Hole. 


The Lab Manual May Have Been a Mess, 

But the Experiment Had Left Me Impressed, 
I Learned Something New, That's for Sure, 
Even if It Meant a Destroyed Lab Floor. 


So I Cleaned Up the Mess With a Grin, 
And Realized I Had Found a Win, 

The Lab Manual May Have Been a Disaster, 
But It Led Me to a New Scientific Master. 


Now Every Time I Think of That Mess, 
I Laugh and Feel Quite Blessed, 

For the Lab Manual's Accidental Chaos, 
Led Me to a New Scientific Ethos. 
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PERIODIC TABLE 
In Chemistry Class, There's a Sight To Behold 
A Table of Elements, Arranged and So Bold 
With Symbols and Names That We all Must Learn 
To Decipher Reactions and Their Corresponding Churn 


The Periodic Table, a Chart So Grand 

In Rows and Columns, It's Carefully Planned 

From Hydrogen to Oganesson, Each Element Has its Place 
And the More We Study, the More We Embrace 


Carbon, Oxygen, Nitrogen Too 

The Building Blocks of Life, We Know It's True 
Chlorine, Fluorine, and All the Halogens 
Reacting With Metals, Creating Explosions 


But Amidst the Awe and Fascination 

There's Always Room for a Bit of Exaggeration 

The Symbols and Names, They Can Be a Tongue Twister 

Like the Rare Earth Metals, Their Names We Might Just Miss Her 


We'll Giggle and Laugh at the Table's Strange Names 
Like Ununoctium, Whose Discovery Is no Game 

And What About Dysprosium and Promethium 
They're Like Characters From a Sci-Fi Medium 


But Let's Not Forget the Elements’ Uses 

From Medicine to Technology, They Have Their Uses 

So Let's Study and Learn, With our Teachers as Guides 

And Hopefully, no One Gets Burned by a Reaction That Divides. 


But Wait! What's This I See, 

The Set Squares Are Having a Party. 

They're Dancing Around, Oh So Wild, 

Causing Quite a Ruckus, Like a Mischievous Child. 


The Ruler Tries To Bring Them in Line, 


But They Just Won't Listen, They're Having a Good Time. 


The Compass Joins in With a Spin and a Twirl, 
Creating Shapes That Make the Other Tools Swirl. 


The Protractor Chimes in With its Angle Degrees, 

But the Set Squares Just Laugh and Do as They Please. 
The Eraser Shakes its Head in Dismay, 

Wondering Why the Geometry Sets Won't Obey. 


The Teacher Comes in, What Will They Do? 
Quick, Back in Their Places, Like a Flash, Phew! 
The Sets Pretend To Be Innocent and Still, 
Like Good Little Tools, They Sit There Until... 


But Some Kids Used Them in Ways So Funny 
It Made Me Laugh and Forget About the Money 
One Boy Used his Compass To Draw a Smiley 
On his Friend's Notebook, It Looked Quite Wily 


While Another Used the Protractor To Measure 
The Length of his Pencil, It Was his Leisure 
The Square Was Also Put To Good Use 

As One Student Drew a Perfect Obtuse 


And Another Used It To Make a Frame 

For a Picture He Drew, It Was Quite a Game 

But the Funniest of all Was the Student 

Who Used his Geometry Set as a Musical Instrument 


He Tapped his Compass, Played a Tune 

And We all Laughed, It Felt Like a Monsoon 
So Even Though Geometry Was Quite Tough 
These Antics Made It Seem Not So Rough 


The Class Is Over and the Bell Rings, 
The Sets Can't Wait To Continue Their Flings. 
Back to Dancing and Playing They Go, 


A Geometry Set's Life, Oh What a Show! 
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SHARPNER 
In Class I Sat, With Pencil in Hand 
Trying To Sharpen, but Alas, It's Bland 
the Blade Was Dull, and the Lead Was Soft 
I Sharpened It Twice, but It Still Looked Aloft 


Then I Turned To my Sharpener, Who I Thought Was my Friend 
but It Just Started To Act, Well, Weird in the End 

It Made a Weird Noise, and Then It Stopped 

I Tried To Turn the Crank, but It Just Popped 


So I Took It Apart, To See What Was Wrong 
but All the Little Pieces, Just Didn't Belong 
It Was Like a Puzzle, With no Clear Solution 
I Felt Like I Was Caught in an Illusion 


The Blades Were Dull, the Screws Were Loose 

I Couldn't Put It Back, There Was Just no Use 

I Tried To Fix It, but I Only Made It Worse 

the Sharpener Just Laughed, Like It Was a Curse 


I Gave Up on It, and I Tried To Sharpen by Hand 

but the Lead Just Kept Breaking, It Wasn't Going As Planned 
I Looked at the Sharpener, and I Couldn't Help but Laugh 

It Was Just Like a Riddle, That Had no Clear Path 


So Now I Sit Here, With a Pencil That's Blunt 

and a Sharpener That's Broken, It's No Longer my Front 
but I'll Keep on Trying, I Won't Let It Defeat Me 

Even if my Sharpener, Keeps Acting So Sneaky! 


72 
SCHOOL UNIFORM 
The School Uniform, Oh So Neat, 
Makes Us Look Like a Bunch of Elite, 
But What Happens When We Get on our Feet? 
That's When Things Get Really Sweet! 


Some Kids Wear It With Such Grace, 
While Others, It's all Over the Place, 
Pants Too Long or Shirt Too Tight, 

It's a Funny Sight That's Quite a Sight! 


One Day I Saw a Kid With a Tie, 

It Was So Long, It Reached the Sky, 

He Tried To Sit Down but Couldn't Succeed, 
For the Tie Was Blocking his Way Indeed! 


Then There Was a Girl With a Skirt, 

She Tried To Twirl but her Legs Got Hurt, 
The Skirt Was So Tight, It Wouldn't Move, 
She Looked Like She Was in a Dance Groove! 


And Let's Not Forget the Shoes We Wear, 
Some Are Shiny, Some Need Repair, 

But What Really Takes the Cake, 

Is the Sound They Make, It's So Fake! 


As We Walk Down the Hallways, 

Our Uniforms Are in Disarray, 

But It's all in Good Fun, 

And We Laugh Until the Day Is Done. 


So Next Time You See a Uniform Mess, 
Just Take a Deep Breath and Confess, 
That Even Though We Look So Fine, 
We Can Bea Funny Sight at Times! 


School Textbooks, What a Bore 
Never Seen Them Dance Before 
But One Day in my Class 

They Started Moving With Sass 


The History Book Did the Twist 
While the Science Book Did a Fist 
The Maths Book Did a Spin 

And the English Book Started To Grin 


The Geography Book Did the Tango 
While the Art Book Played the Banjo 
The Music Book Sang a Song 

And the Drama Book Danced Along 


The PE Book Did a Backflip 

While the Health Book Took a Sip 

The Social Studies Book Did the Waltz 
And the Economics Book Counted the Costs 


The Law Book Ordered Everyone To Stop 

But the Literature Book Said "Let's Rock!" 
The Psychology Book Analyzed the Moves 

And the Language Book Corrected the Grooves 


The Textbooks Were Having a Ball 

But Then the Teacher Walked in the Hall 
They Quickly Stopped and Sat Still 

As if They Had Never Moved At Will 


The Teacher Looked at the Books and Sighed 
"I Know You're Boring, but You Can't Hide 
From Now on, Let's Make a Deal 

We'll Make Learning Fun and You'll Reveal 


All the Knowledge You Contain 

Through Games and Activities, We'll Entertain 
And You, my Dear Students, Will See 

That Learning Can Be as Fun as Can Bel" 
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Oh, the Poor Little Handkerchief, 

It's Seen Some Sights, It's Quite a Grief, 
Used To Wipe Away the Tears and Snot, 

But on the Playground, It's Got a Different Plot. 


The Kids Have Taken to a New Game, 
Blindfolding Themselves, It's Quite Insane, 
And Then They Spin Around and Shout, 
While Waving the Handkerchief All About. 


They're Stumbling and Tripping Over Their Feet, 
Crashing Into Things, It's Quite a Feat, 

And All the While, the Poor Handkerchief, 

Is Getting Dragged Through Dirt and Mischief. 


It's Been Used To Tag and To Grab, 
And Thrown About Like an Old Rag, 
But the Kids Don't Seem To Care, 
They're Having Fun, It's Quite a Dare. 


Oh, the Silly Handkerchief, It Doesn't Know, 
What's Happening on the Playground Below, 
It Just Gets Tossed and Twisted and Turned, 
As the Kids Continue To Play and Churn. 


But in the End, It's all in Good Fun, 

And the Handkerchief Will Survive, Every One, 
Just a Little Worn and Tattered and Frayed, 
From All the Games That the Kids Have Played. 


So if You See a Handkerchief That's a Little Rough, 


Just Remember, It's Been Through Some Stuff, 
On the Playground, It's Had Quite the Ride, 


But It's all Been Worth It, for the Joy It Provides. 
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Ras 
EASEL 
In Art Class, my Easel's the Star, 
But Not for the Paintings I Draw From Afar, 
For When I'm Not Looking, It Seems To Behave, 
In a Way That's Peculiar and Surely Depraved. 


First, my Brush Goes Missing, Then my Paint Disappears, 
And When I Turn Back, It's Mocking my Fears, 
It's Giggling and Snickering With All its Might, 
As if Saying "Come Catch Me if You're Bright!" 


When I Finally Catch It, It's all Smiles and Grins, 

But I Know It's Up to Something and That's Where It Begins, 
It Moves my Canvas When I'm Not Looking, 

And Draws Squiggly Lines That Have Me All Wondering. 


But That's Not All, my Easel's no Simple Thing, 
It Wobbles and Shakes and Makes my Head Spin, 
And When I'm Finally Done With my Masterpiece, 
It Hides my Artwork, Like a Little Tease. 


I Try To Be Mad, but It's Hard To Stay Mad, 

When my Easel Is So Comical, So Silly, So Glad, 

It Brightens Up my Day, Makes Me Chuckle With Glee, 

I Can't Help but Love It, This Mischievous Friend of Me. 


So Let It Be, my Quirky Easel, 

Do What You Do Best, and Make Me Giggle, 
For You Make my Days, Just a Little Brighter, 
With Your Funny Antics, and Playful Demeanor. 


My School Shoes Are Quite a Pair, 

They Love To Play and Give a Scare. 

During Sports Day, They Went Wild, 

Their Behavior Was Quite Bizarre and Mild. 


We Were Running the Race So Fine, 

But my Shoes Had Other Things in Mind. 
They Decided To Tangle Up and Trip, 
Causing Me To Fall and Lose my Grip. 


Everyone Laughed and Thought It Was Funny, 


My Shoes Had Turned Into Class Clown Bunnies. 


They Hopped and Skipped Around the Track, 
While I Struggled To Get Back on Track. 


I Tried To Fix Them and Tie Them Tight, 
But They Had no Intention To Play Right. 
They Loved the Attention and All the Fuss, 
Making Me the Laughing Stock of the Class. 


Finally, the Race Came to an End, 
But my Shoes Were Still Eager To Extend. 
They Continued To Trip and Fall, 
And Refused To Cooperate With Me at All. 


I Had no Choice but To Take Them Off, 
And Finish the Race With my Socks. 

My Shoes Looked Up at Me With a Grin, 
Proud of Their New Win. 


Now Whenever We Run or Compete, 

I Keep a Close Eye on Their Feet. 

Because my School Shoes Are Quite a Pair, 
And They Love To Play and Give a Scare. 
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DUSTER 
In my School There Was a Duster, 
Big and White, Looking Like a Bluster, 
It Was Called the "71" Board Cleaner, 
Which Had a Power Like a Jet-Engine Steamer. 


It Had a Funny Behaviour You See, 

Whenever my Teacher Used It To Clean the Blackboard Spree, 
The Dust Would Fly Like a Flock of Birds, 

Making Everyone Cough and Sneeze Like a Herd. 


One Day, in Class, the Teacher Was Writing, 
And the Chalk Dust From the Duster Was Flying, 
Suddenly, the Duster Slipped From his Hand, 
And a Cloud of Dust Covered the Whole Land. 


We all Look Around With a Grin 

As the Chalk Dust Covered our Skin 
It's in our Hair and on our Clothes 
Oh No, Even on our Teacher's Nose! 


The More Teacher Tried To Clean the Board, 

The More Dust Came Out, Like an Overflowing Hoard, 
The Classroom Looked Like a Dust-Filled Desert, 

As Everyone Sneezed, Coughed and Started To Assert. 


From That Day on, the "71" Board Duster, 

Became the Subject of Jokes and Laughter, 
Whenever It Came Out, the Students Would Scatter, 
As if It Was a Little Mess That Created Fear. 


But Despite its Funny Behaviour, 

The "71" Board Duster Was a Life-Saver, 

It Helped the Teacher Keep the Board Clean, 
And Made Sure our Education Was Pristine. 


My School Diary Is Quite a Sight 
Especially When I'm in a Fright 

the Teacher Called for Notes To Write 
and I Had Not Done my Project Right 


I Fumbled With my Pen and Book 

Hoping That I Wouldn't Look 

but Alas, my Teacher Saw my Plight 

and Asked Me To Stay Back After Class That Daylight 


The Teacher Was Frowning, So Upset, 
Telling Me I'd Better Not Forget, 

To Bring a Note From my Folks, 

Or Risk a Few Detention Jokes. 


I Opened my Diary With a Sigh 

and Started To Write, Trying Not To Cry 
I Noticed my Diary Had an Ink, 

Not Just any Ink, but a Bright Pink, 

That Could Make a Rainbow Shrink. 


I Tried To Cover It Up With my Hand, 
But Then the Ink Got Out of Hand, 
Instead of a Note of Apology 

my Pen Wrote a Funny Anthology. 


And Suddenly, my Note to my Mom, 

Read Like a Silly Sitcom. 

"I'm Sorry my Son Didn't Do his Work, 

He Was Too Busy Being a Quirky Little Jerk, 
But We'll Make It Up, Don't You Worry, 
And We'll Avoid This Mess ina Hurry." 


The Teacher Read It and Couldn't Stop Laughing, 
The Class Joined in, all Riffing and Chaffing, 
And From That Day on, my Diary Had Fame, 
For Being the Best Excuse, and That's no Shame. 
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My School Palette, Oh What a Tool 

a Rainbow of Colors, So Pretty and Cool 
but in the Hands of Clumsy Me 

It Always Seems To Cause a Spree 


Red and Yellow, Blue and Green 

All the Colors, a Sight To Be Seen 

but When I Start To Paint and Create 

It Quickly Turns Into a Mess, Oh So Great 


My Brush Is Loaded, Paint Dripping Down 
I Go To Make a Stroke, but Then I Frown 
the Palette Moves and Spills With Ease 
and Now my Painting Is Ruined, Oh Jeez 


But Wait, There's More, It Doesn't Stop There 
the Paint Is Now on my Clothes, in my Hair 

and as I Try To Clean Up the Mess 

I Make It Worse, Oh What Distress 


My Classmates Giggle and Snicker Too 

as I Try To Fix What I've Just Been Through 
but I Can't Help but Join In on the Fun 

for What Else Can I Do, but Say "I'm Done!" 


So my School Palette, With Colors So Bright 
Has Caused Quite a Scene, Quite a Sight 
but I Wouldn't Have It any Other Way 

for It Always Brings Laughter to my Day. 
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ERASER 
My School Eraser Is Quite a Prankster, 
It Loves To Play Tricks, Oh, What a Hamster! 
One Day, During Sleep, While the Alarm Was Ringing, 
With my Eyes Closed I Started Dreaming. 


In my Dream, I Was Soaring High, 

Flying With the Birds, up in the Sky. 

My Eraser Was Moving Across the Table, on its Own, 

As if It Had a Leg of its Own, Oh My Goodness, It Had Grown! 


It Jumped Onto my Notebook and Started To Erase, 

All the Mistakes I'd Made, Without a Trace. 

It Then Rolled Off the Table, and Landed With a Thud, 

And Before I Knew It, It Was Gone ina Flash, a Mischievous Stud. 


When I'm Erasing my Mistakes, You Go ona Spree, 
Bouncing Around the Desk, So Wild and Free. 

You Jump Up and Down Like a Frog on a Log, 

And I Can't Help but Chuckle at Your Silly Little Jog. 


But That's Not All, Oh No, You Have More in Store, 
You Like To Play Hide and Seek, That's for Sure. 

I Put You Down on the Table and Turn Around, 

And When I Look Back, You Can't Be Found. 


I Search and I Search, but You're Nowhere in Sight, 

Until I Find You Nestled in my Pencil Case, Tight. 

You Must Think It's Funny, To See Me So Flustered, 

But I Can't Stay Mad, for You're Just Too Cute and Clustered. 


And Let's Not Forget, Your Habit of Disappearing, 

Like a Magician's Trick, It's Quite Endearing. 

You'll Be There One Minute, and the Next, You're Gone, 
Off on Your Own Adventure, Moving on and on. 


But No Matter Your Quirks, You're Always my Friend, 
My Trusty Eraser, my Loyal Comrade Till the End. 

So Keep on Being You, my Little Ball of Fun, 

For You Bring Joy to my Days, and Make Me Smile a Ton. 


But Then, I Heard a Voice That Was Familiar, 

My Teacher's Voice, It Was Like a Drill Sergeant's Yeller! 
I Woke With its Quirky Personality, 

My School Eraser, Oh What a Funny Entity! 
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In Class One Day, I Did Unfold 
My Trusty School Origami, So Bold 
The School Was Buzzing, Full of Chatter and Clatter, 
Kids Rushing Around, It Was All Just a Blur, 


I Made a Swan, a Crane, and Even a Boat 

To the Ceiling, They all Did Float 

My Classmates Were Impressed, Oh So Amazed 
By the Artful Crafts That I Had Raised 


But Then Something Strange Began To Occur 

The Origami Began To Stir 

The Swan Flapped its Wings, the Crane Began To Dance 
The Boat Even Paddled as if Given a Chance 


My Classmates all Gaped, Jaws on the Floor 
As my Origami Creations Did More 

The Teacher Walked in and Saw the Sight 
Of Origami Animals, Soaring in Flight 


She Couldn't Believe What Was Before her Eyes 
And Let Out a Scream of Pure Surprise 

The Swan Landed on her Desk With a Tap 

The Crane Bowed Low With a Little Flap 


The Boat Went Back to Being Still 

And Everything Was Calm, and all Was Chill 

The Teacher Just Stood There, Speechless and Stunned 
While my Classmates Giggled, One by One 


And I Just Grinned, my Heart Full of Glee 

For my Origami Had Come to Life, Just for We! 
And Then Suddenly, It Stopped and Stood Still, 
It Folded Itself Up, and Sat Upon There So Chill. 


As if It Had Never Moved, and It Was All Just a Treat. 

The Kids Went Back to Their Work, and the Room Became Quiet, 
As my Origami Sat There, Serene and Compliant, 

At the Funny Behaviour of my School Origami, Just a Little Bit. 


In the School Garden, I Once Did See, 

A Hilarious Sight That Brought Me Glee. 

As I Strolled by, I Couldn't Help but Stare, 
At the Funny Antics Happening There. 


The Flowers Were Blooming, the Trees Were Green, 
But What Caught my Eye, Was Quite the Scene. 
One Swing, One Slide, and Thousands in Line, 

It's Like We're Waiting for the Treasure To Find. 


We Take Turns and Share as We've Been Taught, 
But the Wait Is Long, and We Get Overwrought 
Some Kids Are Patient and Stand in Line, 

While Others Get Restless and Start to Whine. 


They Jump the Queue and Cut Right in, 
And We all Wish They'd Just Stop Their Din. 


The Swings Are Full, the Slide's a Hit, 
But the Garden, Too, Has its Funny Bit. 
The Bushes Are a Hiding Place, 

For Games of Hide-and-Seek To Embrace. 


But Sometimes a Kid Will Get Stuck Inside, 
Like a Little Mouse Trying To Hide. 


The Trees Are Cool, Providing Shade, 

But Kids Will Climb Them, Unafraid, 
Hanging Upside Down and Swinging High, 
Like Monkeys in the Jungle, Ready To Fly. 


So, Though the Garden May Be a Bit Crazy, 

We'll Still Line Up and Wait, It's Not So Hazy, 
But Then a Teacher Came Into View, 

And All the Kids Froze, Not Knowing What To Do. 


They Quickly Scurried Back to Their Classes, 
As if They Were all in Serious Trespasses. 
The Garden Was Quiet Once Again, 

But the Memory of the Fun Remained. 


I Couldn't Help but Chuckle and Grin, 
At the Sight of Kids in the Garden Spin. 


Once a Year, We'd All Pack our Bags, 
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And Head Off ona School Trip So Grand, 
We'd Giggle and Shout, and Some Would Even Pout, 
But It Was All Just Part of the Plan. 


The Bus Would Roll, and the Excitement Would Grow, 
As We Headed to our Destination, 

And Once We Arrived, Oh, the Sights We'd Behold, 
It Was Pure Exhilaration. 


We'd Play Pranks on Each Other, and Teachers Too, 
And Laugh Until We Were Blue in the Face, 

We'd Dance in the Bus, to our Favorite Tunes, 

And Stuff Ourselves With Tiffin at Every Place. 


We'd Roam Around Like We Owned the Town, 

Not a Care in the World To Be Found, 

We'd Explore Every Nook and Cranny, 

And Make Memories That Would Always Be Sweet and Uncanny. 


But the Best Part, of Course, Was Being With Friends, 
Our Bond Growing Stronger With Each Passing Day, 
And Even When the Trip Had To End, 

We Knew our Friendship Was Here To Stay. 


So Here's to the School Field Trips We Took, 

And All the Fun That We Had, 

The Memories We Made, and the Laughs We Shared, 
Will Always Make Us Feel Glad. 


In my School There Were Helpers So Kind, 
With Their Silly Antics, They Blew my Mind. 
Their Funny Behavior Was Quite a Sight, 
Making Us Giggle With All Their Might. 


The Peon Would Sweep and Mop the Floor, 
While Humming Tunes That We Adore. 

He'd Dance and Twirl With the Broom in Hand, 
Making Us Smile and Laugh on Demand. 


The Gardener Would Water the Plants, 

But With the Hose, He'd Have Some Fun. 
He'd Pretend To Spray the Kids in the Sun, 
We'd Run and Scream but It Was all in Fun. 


The Librarian Would Shush Us all, 

But Sometimes He'd Give in to our Call. 
He'd Read out Loud With Voices So Funny, 
Making Us Laugh and Forget our Worry. 


The Canteen Uncle Would Serve Us Food, 

But Sometimes He'd Dance With a Silly Mood. 
He'd Juggle Plates and Cups With Ease, 
Entertaining Us and Putting Us at Ease. 


The Watchman Would Guard our School Gate, 
But He'd Also Have a Silly Trait. 

He'd Blow Bubbles With his Chewing Gum, 
Making Us Smile and Feel Welcome. 


These Helpers in our School, 


Were More Than Just Workers, but Really Cool. 


Their Funny Behavior and Quirky Ways, 
Made Us Happy and Brightened Up our Days. 
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Once Upona Time, ina School Desk Drawer, 
Lived a Little Paper Clip, Nothing Less, Nothing More. 
He Was a Quirky Little Fellow, Always Bouncing Around, 
With his Shiny Metal Body, He Was the Talk of the Town. 


He Loved To Dance and Twist, and Spin Around in Circles, 

And When He Got Really Excited, He Would Do Little Hurdles. 
He'd Jump Up and Down, and Shout With Glee, 

"Oh, How I Love Being a Paper Clip, It's the Life for Mel" 


He Starts With a Wiggle, a Tiny Little Move 

But Before You Know It, It's in the Groove 

He Does the Cha-Cha, the Twist and the Waltz 

All the While Avoiding Those Tiny Paper Pulp Faults 


But as Much as He Loved his Job of Holding Papers Tight, 

He Couldn't Help but Dream of Dancing Under the Bright Lights. 
He Longed for Fame and Fortune, and Crowds Cheering his Name, 
But Alas, He Was Just a Paper Clip, Not a Star in the Game. 


So He Decided To Make the Most of his Little Life, 

And Danced With Abandon, Causing Laughter and Strife. 
He'd Sneak Out of the Drawer and Onto the Floor, 

And Twirl and Spin, Like Never Before. 


The Students Would Laugh and Smile at his Silly Ways, 
And He'd Dance Even Harder, To Brighten Their Days. 
He Was a Little Paper Clip, but He Brought So Much Joy, 
To the School and its Students, He Was Their Little Toy. 


It's Quite the Dancer, This Little Clip of Mine 
In Fact, It's Quite a Fine Line 

Between Dancing and Getting Work Done 

But Who Cares When the Fun Has Just Begun! 


So, if You Need a Little Cheer 

Just Look at my Paper Clip Over Here 

It Will Dance and Prance and Put on a Show 

And Before You Know It, All Your Worries Will Go! 


And So, He Continues To Dance and Play, 

Hoping To Make Everyone's Day. 

For Though He Was Just a Paper Clip, in This Big School Scene, 
He Was a Superstar in his Own Little Dream. 


There Was a Microscope in our Class, 
But It Had a Behavior so Crass. 

Every Time We Used It To See, 

It Would Move and Tremble With Glee. 


One Day in Biology Class, 

We Had To Look at a Piece of Grass, 

The Teacher Said "Use the Microscope Please", 
And We all Begged It "Oh Won't You Please". 


The Microscope Began To Quiver, 

Its Excitement We Could Hardly Deliver, 
As We Peered Into the Eyepiece, 

It Began To Shake and It Wouldn't Cease. 


The Cells Were Swimming All Around, 
But the Microscope Was Making a Sound, 
It Was Giggling and Shaking With Joy, 
Like It Was Playing With a Toy. 


We Tried To Keep It Still and Calm, 

But the Microscope Had Other Plans, 

It Would Jump and Jiggle With Such Fun, 
That It Made Us all Want To Run. 


The Teacher Tried To Fix It, but It Only Got Worse, 
The Microscope Shook Harder, as if Under a Curse, 

The Students Giggled, Some Even Snorted, 

As They Watched the Microscope, Completely Distorted. 


The Teacher Was Baffled by This Sight, 
But We all Knew That It Was Right, 

The Microscope Was Just Having Some Fun, 
And We Were Glad To Be a Part of its Run. 


The Teacher Gave Up and Decided To Move on, 

But the Microscope Continued To Shake, Like a Marathon, 
The Students Couldn't Control Their Laughter Anymore, 
As They Watched the Microscope Dance From the Core. 


The Teacher Gave a Stern Look, but Even That Didn't Help, 
The Microscope Continued To Shake, Causing Quite a Yelp, 
As the Students Filed Out, They Couldn't Help but Smile, 


The Funny Behaviour of the Microscope Had Made It all Worthwhile. 


In the Land of School, There Was a Computer Quite Cool, 
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It Was the Best in Class, Everyone Thought It Was a Jewel. 
But There Was a Problem, Something Quite Funny, 
Whenever It Was Turned On, It Acted Like It Had Too Much Honey. 


Its Mouse Would Jump Around, Clicking at its Own Will, 

The Keyboard Would Type out Gibberish, Making the Students Chill. 
The Screen Would Go Black, Then Flash Bright Like a Star, 

And the Speakers Would Make a Sound, Like an Old Guitar. 


The Teacher Tried To Fix It, but It Only Got Worse, 

The Computer Would Start To Dance, Like It Was Under a Curse. 
It Would Shake and It Would Shiver, and Then Start To Hum, 
As if It Was Trying To Tell the Students Something Fun. 


The Students Found It Amusing, and They Would all Laugh, 

As the Computer Made a Sound, Like a Giraffe. 

It Was Like the Computer Was Trying To Be Funny, 

Like It Wanted To Make Everyone Happy, and Not at all Grumpy. 


And So, the Computer Became the Life of the Class, 

As It Entertained the Students, Making Them Forget Their Pass. 
They all Loved the Computer, Despite its Silly Ways, 

And They Would Always Look Forward to IT Class Days. 


In the Land of School, the Computer Was a Star, 

And It Made the Students Smile, Near and Far. 

So Let's Raise a Toast, to This Funny Machine, 

For It Brought Joy to the Class, and That's Quite a Feat, It Seems. 
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Once Upona Time, ina Bustling Classroom, 
There Was a Scotch Tape, Who Was Quite the Buffoon. 
He Loved To Stick to Everything, Without a Care, 
And Would Often Find Himself Tangled Up in Hair. 


During Class, He Would Sneak Out of his Drawer, 

And Roll Himself all Over the Classroom Floor. 

He Would Wrap Around Pencils and Stick to Desks, 

And his Antics Would Always Leave the Students Perplexed. 


One Day, During an Important Presentation, 

The Tape Thought He Would Cause Some Agitation. 
He Snuck Up Onto the Projector Screen, 

And Attached Himself Like He Was Part of the Scene. 


But When the Teacher Hit the "on" Button, 

The Tape Began To Unwind and Spin Like a Cotton. 
He Whirled Around the Classroom ina Frenzy, 
And Landed on the Teacher's Head, Quite Dizzily. 


The Students Couldn't Help but Burst Out in Laughter, 

As the Tape Was Stuck on the Projector, Quite a Disaster. 
But the Tape Didn't Mind, He Thought It Was Great, 

And Revealed in the Attention, Being the Classmate's Favorite. 


From That Day on, the Tape Became Quite the Star, 

And Would Often Perform Tricks, From Afar. 

He Would Stick to the Ceiling and Dangle in the Air, 

And the Students Would Cheer, Like He Was a Millionaire. 


Sometimes It Would Stick to Hair 

Making the Student Look Like a Bear, 

Other Times, It Would Get Stuck on Clothes, 
Or Create a Web on Someone's Nose. 


But the Tape Never Minded, It Was Just Fine 
As Long as It Helped and Made Things Shine, 
It Was Happy To Be Part of the Class, 

And Always Ready To Lend a Helping Grasp. 


Scotch Tape Was Just a Little Guy, 
But He Brought Joy to Everyone. 

And Though He Could Be Mischievous, 
He Was Loved by all, no One To Shun. 


In my Backpack, I Keep a Case, 


Push Pin, Push Pin 
Oh Push Pin 


When We Tried To Pin Up our Work 
You Often Made Us Go Berserk 

With Your Tiny, Sharp Little Head 

We Wished We Could Just Stay in Bed 


Sometimes You'd Get Stuck in our Clothes 
Poking at Us Like Little Foes 

And When We Tried To Take You Out 
You'd Fight Back With a Stubborn Shout 


Oh Push Pin, How You Caused Us Grief 
But Also Gave Us Some Relief 

When We Needed To Hang a Sign 
You Were There To Help Us Align 


But Then There Were the Times You'd Fall 
And Go Bouncing Down the Hall 

We'd Chase You Like a Little Mouse 

Until We Caught You in our House 


Push Pin, Push Pin 
Oh Push Pin 


How We Love and Hate 

You Caused Us Both Joy and Debate 
But in the End, We Couldn't Deny 
That You Were a Necessary Ally. 
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In the Corner of the Classroom, 
Stands a Bin So Dull and Bland, 

But Oh My Dear, Don't You Assume, 
This Trash Can Has Tricks So Grand! 


It's Seen More Action Than You Know, 
With Students Sneaking Scraps of Food, 
And When They Think no One's Watching, 
They Toss Them in With a Little Dude. 


But Alas, the Bin Can Only Hold So Much, 
And When It's Full, It Starts To Overflow, 
A Mountain of Paper, Food and Such, 

Ready To Take on the World Below. 


Curious Students Approach With Delight, 
Eager To Peek at the Mess Inside, 

What Treasures Might Await Their Sight? 
Perhaps a Lost Toy They Can Hide! 


But Beware, Oh Curious Ones, 

For the Bin May Hold More Than You Think, 
For if You're Not Careful With Your Fun, 
You May Find Yourself in the Bin's Brink. 


So Let This Be a Lesson to all, 

To Use the Bin With Care and Respect, 
And if It Starts To Overflow and Sprawl, 
Don't Be the One To Neglect. 


For This Humble Bin May Seem Mundane, 
But With its Overflowing Curiosity, 

It's Become the Classroom's Funny Main, 
Bringing Laughter and Hilarity. 
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In the Exam Hall, Students in Their Seats 
First Comes the Student Who Forgot 

To Bring a Pen, and Now They're Caught 
They'll Have To Ask Their Neighbour 
Who Looks at Them With Wary Anger 


Then There's the One Who Studied Hard 
but Forgot To Set Their Alarm 

They Arrive With Hair Askew 

Looking Like They Need a Rescue 


The Next Is the One Who's Stressed 
They've Studied So Much, They Can't Rest 
but When the Test Begins To Start 

Their Mind Goes Blank, They're Falling Apart 


There's Always That One Who Doesn't Know 
the Answers and Their Confidence Is Low 
They Circle Letters Randomly 

Hoping for a Miracle, Oh So Randomly 


Also the Kid Who Forgot his Name 

He Stares Blankly, Looking Quite Lame 
The Teacher Asks for his ID 

He Fumbles and Finally Sets It Free 


The Kid Who Drops his Pen on the Ground 
Frantically Searching, Hoping It's Found 
The Clock Ticks on, Time Starts To Fly 
He Finally Finds It, With a Sigh 


The Student Who Thinks They're Smart 
but Realizes They've Missed a Part 

of the Exam That's Worth a Lot 

Now They're Panicked, and They're Caught 


Then Comes the One Who's Sneaky 

They've Written Notes, Oh So Cheeky 

but When They Try To Use Them Slyly 
They're Caught and Scolded, Quite Violently 


Finally, the One Who Finishes First 
Confident, Sure, Feeling Well-Versed 
But Wait, There's a Mistake, Oh No! 
Better Luck Next Time, Don't Let It Go. 
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SCHOOL SOCKS 
Once Upona Time, There Was a Group of Socks, 
Ina School, They Were Worn, With Holes and Some Smocks. 
Some Were Too Big, Some Were Too Small, 
Some Were Never Worn at All! 


The Ones That Were Smelly, Oh, What a Sight, 

They Would Fill the Room With Their Odor, Day and Night. 
Some Were So Short, They Barely Covered a Toe, 

While Others Were Too Big, and Would Constantly Go. 


During Math Class, They Starts To Slide, 

And the Kids Tries To Pull Them Up With Pride. 
But Then It's Too Big and Won't Stay Put, 
Leaving the Kid Feeling a Little Stuck 


The Torn Ones Were a Funny Bunch, 

With Holes in the Heel and Toes in a Crunch. 

They Would Come Apart at the Seams, 

But the Students Still Wore Them, or So It Seems. 


The Ones That Were Never Worn, 

Were Always in the Back, Hidden and Forlorn. 
They Would Sit and Wait, Longing for a Chance, 
To Be Chosen by Someone To Dance. 


During Recess, They Run Amok, 

The Socks Just Can't Seem To Find its Spot. 
It's Constantly Slipping and Sliding, 

Leaving the Kids Feeling Quite Divided. 


Yes, the School Socks Were a Funny Group Indeed, 

They Had Seen It all, the Good, the Bad, and the Misdeed. 
But Despite Their Flaws, They Brought Much Joy, 

To the Students Who Wore Them, Oh What a Ploy. 


So Next Time You See a Pair of School Socks, 
Don't Judge Them by Their Holes or Their Smocks. 
They Have a Story To Tell, a Tale To Share, 

Of the Funny Moments They've Seen, Oh So Rare! 
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In the World of Magnets, It's all About Attraction and Repel, 
But One School Magnet Was Different, It Just Wanted To Rebel. 


They Flew Across the Room in a Flash, 
Making Everyone Jump With a Sudden Crash. 


One Would Think They Had a Life, 
For They Created Their Own Strife. 


It Didn't Want To Stick to the Whiteboard or Fridge, 
Instead, It Preferred To Cause Chaos and Fidget. 


The Students Tried To Use Them To Cheat, 
But the Magnets Wouldn't Stick to Their Seat. 


They Tried To Use Them as a Toy, 
But They Only Caused Chaos and Joy. 


It Would Repel its Friends, Not Out of Anger or Hate, 
But Just Because It Found It Funny, That Was its Fate. 


Other Magnets Would Try To Pull It Near, 
But It Would Always Resist and Spread Fear. 


The Teachers Would Shake Their Head in Despair, 
Wondering Why This Magnet Didn't Seem To Care. 


The Teacher Tried To Separate the Pair, 
But the Magnets Always Had an Affair. 


No Matter What She Did or Said, 
The Magnets Repelled and Danced Instead. 


Students Would Stare at It With Confusion and Stall, 
As It Caused Their Textbooks and Papers to Fall. 


Even the Principal Couldn't Understand its Ways, 
As It Caused Havoc and Chaos Throughout the School Days. 


In the End, the Magnets Became Famous, 
For Their Funny and Strange Behavior Was Contagious. 


They Became the Class's Source of Entertainment, 
And Everyone Enjoyed Their Repelling Enchantment. 
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Once a Blank Drawing Paper, I Was Born, 
To Help Students Draw and Learn. 
In the Hands of Young Creators, 
I Hoped To Become a Masterpiece Generator. 


But Alas! My Fate Took a Twist, 

As I Was Mistreated With Little Care and Dismissed. 
Some Students Left Me Crumpled on the Floor, 

While Others Scribbled on Me, Leaving Me Feeling Sore. 


I've Been the Victim of Countless Art Failures, 
And at Times, Subjected to Repeated Erasures. 
Some Students Used Me for Paper Airplanes, 
Or as a Makeshift Fan, in Hot Summer Pains. 


Though I Longed To Be the Canvas for the Next Great Art, 
My Hopes Were Often Left Broken Apart. 

Instead of Being a Treasured Tool, 

I Was Tossed Aside, and Deemed Uncool. 


But Still, I Never Lost my Hope, 

To Become a Masterpiece or Help Students Cope. 

Maybe One Day, a Young Artist Will Come, 

Who Will Treat Me With Love, and Let Their Creativity Run. 


Till Then, I'll Keep Waiting Patiently, 

For my Chance To Bring Out the Artist in Me. 
For Even Though I've Seen Better Days, 

I Know my Purpose and Will Continue To Stay 


Once Upona Time, the Red Pen Was King, 

A Wielder of Power, a Fearsome Thing. 

It Was the Tool of Choice for Every Teacher, 

Used to Grade Exams, and Sometimes Even Feature. 


It Marked the Mistakes With a Bold Red Line, 
And Sent Students Into a Panic Every Time. 
Some Say It Revealed in the Role It Played, 
Lording Over Students, its Power Never Swayed. 


But One Day, Something Strange Occurred, 

A New System of Grading Was Preferred. 

The Red Pen Was Cast Aside, No Longer Needed, 
And in the Drawer It Sat, Quite Unheeded. 


At First, It Didn't Seem To Mind, 

Thinking It Would Soon Be Back in Kind. 

But Days Turned To Weeks, and Weeks to Months, 
And the Red Pen Was Left With Only Taunts. 


It Watched as the Teachers Picked Up Blue, 


Black and Green Pens, While It Sat There, Feeling Blue. 


No Longer Was It the Star of the Show, 
And It Began To Feel Like a Forgotten Foe. 


But the Red Pen Refused To Be Dismayed, 
Determined To Find a New Role To Play. 

So It Decided To Become a Writer's Aid, 
Guiding Them to Greatness, Never To Fade. 


And So the Red Pen Found New Purpose, 

In the Hands of Writers, It Felt So Blissful. 
No Longer a Symbol of Grades and Correction, 
It Became a Tool for Creative Perfection. 


So if You Find a Red Pen Lying Around, 

Pick It Up, Give It a Chance To Astound. 

It May Not Have the Power to Grade and Correct, 
But It Still Has the Power To Inspire and Affect. 
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In School We Wore our Jerseys, 

To Show our Team Spirit and the Rest Is 
a Tale of Hilarity and Fun 

as We Ran Around Under the Sun. 


Our Jerseys Were a Sight To See 

all Colors of the Rainbow, Even Neon Green 
and We Wore Them With Pride 

as We Went to Games and on Rides. 


But Oh, the Mishaps That Occurred 

When We Wore Those Jerseys Absurd 
One Time, Someone's Sleeve Got Stuck 
and the Jersey Was Torn With a Big Yuck. 


Another Time, During a Match 

a Button Popped Off With a Loud Catch 

and We Watched as It Flew Through the Air 
and Landed in the Opposing Team's Hair. 


But Despite all the Chaos and Mess 

We Loved our Jerseys, Nonetheless 

for They Brought Us Together as a Team 
and Made Us Feel Like a Winning Dream. 


So Here's to the School Jersey, 
a Symbol of our Unity and Camaraderie 


We May Have Looked King at Times, It's True 
We Wore Them With Pride, and That's the Clue. 
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In Every School, There's a Boss, 
And the Principal's the One in Charge, no Loss. 
They Rule the Halls With an Iron Fist, 
And Make Sure That Students Don't Get Too Brisk. 


With Their Stern Faces and Strict Demeanour, 

They Make Sure That Everyone's a Believer. 

No Running in the Halls or Chewing Gum, 

And Don't You Dare Forget Your Homework or Succumb. 


But Behind That Tough Exterior, 

Lies a Person Who's Really Quite Superior. 

They Make Sure That the School Runs Smooth, 
And That the Students Are Always in the Groove. 


They Oversee the Teachers and Staff, 

And Make Sure That Everyone's on the Right Path. 
They're the Ones Who Make the Tough Decisions, 
And Handle the School's Many Divisions. 


And Though They May Seem Like a Strict Machine, 
They Have a Heart That's Warm and Keen. 

They Care for Their Students and Their Well-Being, 
And Make Sure That They're all Succeeding. 


With a Stern Gaze and a Pointed Finger, 

They Kept the Students in Line and Made Them Linger, 
On the Importance of Education, 

And Following Rules Without Hesitation. 


From Assemblies to Events, 

They Ensured That Everything Was Well-Spent, 
With Speeches That Inspired, 

And Enthusiasm That Never Tired. 


For They Are More Than Just a Leader, 
But a Mentor and Friend, a True Believer. 


So Here's to the Principal, Stern and Kind, 

Who Always Has Their Students in Mind. 

Thank You for Leading Us on This Journey, 

And Helping Us Become Who We're Meant To Be. 


In Classrooms and Hallways, 

You Can Hear Students Say, 
"Pass Me the Rubber Band, Quick, 
I Need To Flick and Trick!" 


Oh, the School Rubber Band, 

The Funny Tool in Hand, 

It Stretches and Bounces With Glee, 
A Tool for Mischief, Oh So Free! 


Some Use It To Shoot Paper Balls, 

Others To Snap and Make Catcalls, 

The Teachers Say, "Put It Away!" 

But We Know They've Used It in Their Day! 


Oh, the Joy It Brings, 

As It Flies and Twangs Like Springs, 
It Can Make a Boring Class, 

Into a Playful and Silly Mass. 


It's Not Just for Shooting Though, 
It Can Hold Things, High and Low, 
Hold Pencils and Books Together, 

A Multitasker, Forever and Ever. 


It Can Stretch and Snap, and Bounce Around, 


It Can Keep You Entertained, When There's no One Else Around. 


You Can Make a Ball or a Slingshot, 


Or Use It as a Prop To Tell a Funny Story or Not. 


It Comes in all Sizes, Big or Small, 

And in Every Color, You Can Think of Them all. 
You Can Wear It as a Bracelet or a Ring, 

Or Use It to Fling a Rubber Thing. 


But Beware, It's Not Always Your Friend, 


When You Pull It Too Far, It Can Come to an End. 


It Can Snap and Hit You Right in the Face, 
Leaving a Red Mark in its Place. 


So Let's Give a Cheer for the Rubber Band, 
It's a Fun Little Toy That's Always at Hand. 

It Can Make You Laugh, It Can Make You Smile, 
It's the Rubber Band, a Childhood Style! 
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RUBBER BAND 
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SCHOOL RIBBONS 
School Ribbons, So Bright and Bold, 
Worn by Students, Young and Old. 
They Come in Colors, Red and Blue, 
Green, Yellow, Pink and Even Hue. 


On Sports Day, We Tie Them on, 
As We Race, Jump, and Carry On. 
We Aim To Win, We Aim To Please, 
With Ribbons Shining in the Breeze. 


In Class, We Use Them To Decorate, 
Our Projects, Reports, and Debate. 

We Tie Them on our Backpacks Too, 
To Show Off School Pride, All Anew. 


Sometimes, We Get Ribbons as a Prize, 

For Academic Achievements, We Realize. 

Red for Excellence, Blue for Merit, 

Green for Participation, and Yellow for Spirit. 


But Beware, Ribbons Can Be Tricky, 
They May Come Off and Make Us Sticky. 
Tangled in Hair or Stuck to Clothes, 
They Can Make Us Look Like Silly Crows. 


And if You're Not Careful, It's a Fact, 
Ribbons Can Turn Into a Trap. 

One Wrong Move, and You Might Fall, 
On the Floor, in Front of all. 


But Despite all the Ups and Downs, 
We Love our Ribbons, All Around. 

For They Remind Us of our School, 
And the Memories, We'll Forever Hold. 
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SCHOOL ID BADGE 
Some Are Serious, While Some Are Funny, 
Some Are Clear, While Some Are Blurry. 


There's the One With a Goofy Grin, 
And the One That Looks Like They Just Woke in. 


There's the One With a Pimple So Red, 
And the One With a Hat on Their Head. 


Some Are Posed With Their Pets, 
While Some With Their Siblings and Sets. 


Some Are With a Friend or Two, 
And Some With Their Favorite Shoe. 


But as the Day Goes on, Things Get Funny, 
And Students Start To Swap, It's Not Even Money. 


One With the Glasses Gets a New Face, 
And the One With a Beard Gets Some Grace. 


The Principal Takes Notice, but He Can't Tell, 
Who's Who, It's a Tricky Sell. 


But the Teachers Soon Catch On, 
And the Laughter Goes on and on. 


The Security Guard Is in for a Shock, 
As He Checks Every Face With a Clock. 


But When He Looks, He Can't Believe, 
The Faces on the Cards, They Deceive. 


So Next Time You Look at Your ID, 
Just Remember, It's Not Always What It Seems To Be. 


It's a Memory of School Days So Dear, 
And a Funny Story To Share, That's Crystal Clear. 
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SCHOOL SPORTS DAY 
Students Line Up for the Race, 
Teachers Hope They Keep Up the Pace. 
The Day Has Come, the Field Is Set, 
With Athletes Eager and Some in Sweat. 


First Up Is the Sprint, 

Oh No, Some Kids Trip and Lint, 

But They Get Back Up, They're Determined, 

The Teachers Cheer, Their Spirits Have Been Affirmed. 


Next Up Is the Tug of War, 

The Teams Pulling With All Their Might and More, 

The Rope Snaps, and the Kids Fall to the Ground, 

But They Laugh and Joke, It's all Good Fun All Around. 


The Long Jump, the High Jump, 

The Shot Put, and the Discus Throw, 
Kids Competing To Be on Top, 
Parents Watching, Oh the Show! 


The Relay Race, the Final Event, 

The Trophy Is at Stake, the Excitement Is Immense, 
The Baton Is Passed, the Crowd Is Loud, 

Who Will Be the Winners? We'll Find Out Now. 


But Suddenly, Chaos Strikes, 

The Trophy Flies, the Teachers Hike, 

To Catch It Before It Shatters on the Ground, 
They Finally Catch It, Relief All Around. 


The Day Ends With Cheers and Applause, 

Students and Teachers Alike Take a Pause, 

To Reflect on the Fun They've Had, 

And To Be Grateful for the Memories That Will Last. 


Some Sports Day Are Crazy and Wild, 

But It's a Day Where Laughter and Joy Are Piled, 
And Though Things May Not Go As Planned, 

The Memories of the Chaos Are Grand! 


The School Annual Day Has Come, 

A Spectacle for Parents and Some, 

The Stage Is Set, the Lights Are on, 

And the Students Are all Dressed and Done. 


The Teachers, They Have Practiced Hard, 

To Make Sure the Performance Is Not Marred, 
The Students, They Have Learned Their Lines, 
To Shine Bright Like the Stars That Shine. 


The Curtains Rise, the Show Begins, 

And Chaos Breaks Out, as if by a Whim, 
The Students Are Not Dancing To Tune, 
And the Parents Are Starting to Swoon. 


The Singers Are Not Singing in Key, 

And the Audience Is Starting To Flee, 

The Anchor Is Anchoring in his Own Words, 
And the Judges Are Looking Like Nerds. 


Yet the Show Must Go on, and It Does, 
Despite the Chaos, the Glitches, and the Buzz, 
The Parents Are Enjoying the Drama, 

As if It's a Bollywood Cinema. 


The Trophy Distribution Is Next in Line, 

And Chaos Breaks Out, It's All a Sign, 

The Trophies Are Flying in the Air, 

And the Students Are Running Here and There. 


But It's all in Good Fun, and That's What Counts, 


As the Students Put on Their Final Amounts, 
The Curtains Close, the Show Is Done, 
And the Parents Are Happy, It's Been Fun. 


So Here's to the School Annual Day, 
A Comedy of Errors in Every Way, 
But a Day That Brings Joy and Cheer, 
To all Those Who Are Near and Dear. 
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SCHOOL ANNUAL DAY 
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CLASS PHOTOGRAPH 
The Day Had Come, the Day of Class Photograph 
Students Put on Their Best Clothes, To Impress the Staff 
Some Wore Their Best, Some Wore Anything They Found 
And Some Even Forgot To Comb Their Hair, What a Sight, What a Sound! 


The Photographer Was Ready, With his Camera in Hand 
Trying To Capture the Moment, Like Grains of Sand 

He Tried To Line Everyone Up, but They Wouldn't Stand Still 
Some Were Too Short, and Some Too Tall, Oh, What a Thrill! 


Each Face, a Chapter in our Story, Each Smile, a Moment We Shared, 

Each Tear, a Hurdle We Overcame, Each Dream, a Hope We Dared, 

Oh, How We Laughed and Played, and Fought, and Made Up Again, 

Oh, How We Grew, and Changed, and Yet, Stayed the Same in a Way, Amen. 


The Sleepyheads Were Yawning, and Rubbing Their Eyes 
While Others Were Grinning, Like They Just Won the Prize 
The Long-Haired Ones, Well, Their Hair Covered Their Face 
And the Sad Ones, They Just Stood There, in One Place 


The Teachers Tried To Keep Calm, but Their Patience Was Thin 
Shouting at the Students, To Behave and Stand in 

The Photographer Yelled, "Say Cheese!", But They Didn't Listen 
Some Were Laughing, Some Were Talking, Causing Confusion 


The Smiles, the Laughter, the Tears, 

All Etched Within This Piece, 

The Bonds We Forged, the Hopes and Fears, 
The Memories That Will Never Cease. 


But at the End of the Day, the Photo Came Out Alright 

A Few Blurry Faces, but That Was Just Their Plight 

It Captured a Moment in Time, a Moment Frozen in Time, 

Captured Forever in This Frame, our Class Photograph, a Memory Divine. 
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SCHOOL RESULT DAY 
Ona Warm Summer Day, So Much Anticipation 
Students Waiting in the Hall, Full of Expectation 
Result Day Was Here, and all Were ina Tizzy 
It Was Time To Know if They'd Been Busy or Just Plain Lazy 


Some Were Nervous, Some Were Scared 

Others Were Confident, Feeling Prepared 

The Teachers Walked Around, With a Stern Expression 
The Students Wondered if It Was Just an Illusion 


The Atmosphere Was Tense, With Anxiety in the Air 

It Was Difficult To Breathe, and Hard Not To Despair 

The Room Was Silent, no One Dared To Speak 

As the Teacher Called Out Each Student's Name, Week by Week 


The Tension Grew Thicker as Each Name Was Read 
Some Cheered With Glee, Others Hung Their Heads 

It Was a Day of Joy, and Sometimes of Sorrow 

As the Students Learned About Their Future Tomorrow 


Some Were Jumping Up and Down, Filled With Glee 
Others Ran out the Door, With Tears You Could See 

It Was a Day That Would Be Remembered Forever 

No Matter the Result, It Was an Experience To Treasure 


The Day Was Finally Over, and the Results Had Been Shared 
The Students Went Home, Some Happy, Some Scared 

It Was Just One of the Many Challenges in Life 

But It Was Important To Remember To Keep Up the Strife 


For School Result Day Was Just a Small Part of the Game 

In the Grand Scheme of Things, It Wasn't All That Insane 

It Was Just a Stepping Stone, to the Rest of Their Lives 

A Day That Would Always Be Remembered, Deep in Their Minds. 


Oh Dear, Oh My, What a Fright 
Convocation Day, a True Delight 


Walking Up to the Stage So Tall 
In my Hand, the Diploma Roll 


But Wait, What's This, a Sudden Sound 
My Phone Ringing, Oh No, I'm Bound 


To Answer, To Pick Up and See 
Who's Calling, Oh, Woe Is Me 


"Hello?" I Whisper, Oh So Low 
Trying Hard To Keep It Slow 


But the Mic Picks Up my Voice So Clear 
And the Crowd Turns to Me, Oh Dear 


"Can You Hear Me Now?" IT Ask 
Hoping They'll Let Me Off the Task 


But No, They Don't, They Want Me To Speak 
And I'm Stuck Here, Looking So Meek 


So I Begin, my Speech So Lame 
Forgetting Words, Stuttering in Vain 


And the Crowd Begins to Guffaw 
At my Plight, Oh What a Gaffe 


But I Soldier on, Trying To Be Strong 
Hoping It Won't Go on for Long 


And Finally, I'm Done, I'm Through 
The Crowd Cheers, Oh Thank the Crew 


And as I Walk off the Stage With Pride 
I Can't Help but Laugh and Slide 


For my Phone Call, my Silly Mistake 


Has Made my Convocation Day, a True ROFL Shake. 
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SCHOOL CONVOCATION DAY 


Me oe 


As | reach the end of this poetry book, | am filled with a bittersweet feeling. 
The journey through these pages has been both a joyous and cathartic 
experience, as | poured my heart and soul into each word and stanza. 


| hope that these poems have resonated with you, the reader, in some small 
way, and that you have found comfort, inspiration, and perhaps even a 
sense of connection in these pages. 


Writing this book has been a labor of love, and | am grateful for the 
opportunity to share my thoughts and feelings with you. | hope that you will 
carry some of these words with you, and that they will continue to echo in 
your heart and mind long after you have closed the cover. 


Thank you for taking this journey with me. May we all continue to find 
beauty and meaning in the world around us, and may we never stop 
searching for the poetry in our own lives. 
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